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CHAPTER I. 



it 



-I passed 



The nights of years in sciences untaught, 

Save in the old time ; 

# # * * # 

-..^^ ^And with my knowledge grew 

The thirst of knowledge." 

Manfred. 

" Sir Amias Paulet : Lady, your cunning arts are lost 
on him." Schiller's Mary Stuart. 

rpHE great bell of old St. Paul's struck 
the hour of midnight. The deep 
tones of its slow and solemn vibrations 
struggled through the pierced wood-work 
of the high tower, and slowly rolled over 
the slumbering city. 

VOL. I. 1 
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The night was dark, and the quaint old 
city, with its fantastic wooden buildings 
and narrow tortux)us streets, was wrapped 
in deep gloom, save in one or two places 
where the lights from the windows and the 
sounds of merriment from within denoted 
that some roystering gallants were holding 
a noisy midnight carouse. The songs of 
the reveUera were chiefly in disparagement 
of " Old Noll," and in fulsome praise of the 
new king, Charles the Second. Not a few 
of the distichs were aimed in insulting 
ribaldry at the Puritans, ridiculing their 
lank hair, nasal twang, and sour features. 

Merlin was leaning out of the window of 
his laboratory. His house stood on the 
north bank of the river close to the margin 
of the stream — indeed, so close that the 
clear rippling tide laved the stone walls of 
his dwelling. He stood gazing down upon 
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the surface of the water, as it reflected in 
its unruffled bosom the countless stars 
above. 

The sound of the bell aroused him from 
his reverie. He lifted his head and gazed 
at the opposite shore, but the darkness of 
the night rendered invisible the few and 
isolated buildings which were then scat- 
tered on the southern bank of the Thames. 

" Black — black as death 1" he murmured 
as he again looked around ; then shutting 
and fastening the casement, he left the 
window, and walking across the stone floor 
of the room, seated himself in a roughly 
fashioned arm-chair, and appeared lost in 
thought. 

The room in which he sat was of rather 
small dimensions, and was filled with 
strange articles — alembics, crucibles, re- 
torts, curious metal vessels ; many of the 

1—2 
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most repulsive reptiles, some dried and 
preserved, others still fresh killed and half 
dissected; herbs and roots, oils and mix- 
tures, and decoctions — all those peculiar 
ingredients and utensils which the alche- 
mists of old used in their search after the 
chimerical shadows which they so yearned 
to possess. 

Merlin when young had been infatuated 
with the various histories of these old 
dreamers. He plunged into ^ the same 
delusive but seductive pursuit with all 
the energy and enthusi^m of youth. 
Already his studies and day-dreams had 
consumed half his lifetime. Years and 
years had passed, his black hair had 
become grey, his plump rosy cheeks had 
become pale and sunken, his health had 
become feeble, his firm step uncertain 
and faltering, yet hope had not forsaken 
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him, and he still lived and laboured on 
from day to day in the firm behef that 
he was ever on the eve of possessing 
that knowledge and power which had so 
long eluded his research. 

He was startled from his reverie by the 
bell at the gate. Its deep and prolonged 
tones sounded strangely in the dead still- 
ness of the night. 

" Who can that be at this hour ?" he 
murmured. 

In a few moments the door of the 
chamber opened. The intruder was a 
dwarf — crook-backed, spindle-legged, and 
his features moulded in almost fantastic 
ugliness. His eyes, eloquently gleaming 
with inteUigence, seemed bestowed by 
nature as a recompense for the clumsy 
moulding of his figure. 

" Who is it, Zermat ?" asked Merlin. 
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"A cavalier, sir. He's rather a short 
gentleman. He's got on a velvet cloak, a 
hat and feather, and I saw under his cloak 
the form of a rapier. He says he wants to 
see you, sir." 

" Did he ask for me T 

" He asked for Master Merlin, and said 
he wanted to take your advice upon some 
matters connected with chemistry." 

" This is a strange hour," said Merlin, 
" for one to call upon that errand ; but let 
him in and we will see what he has to 
say." 

Zermat disappeared, and immediately 
afterwards the stranger entered the room. 

" Have I the pleasure of addressing 
Master Merlin — ^the great chemist T 

"I bear that name, but I think you 
flatter by the description you give to my 
poor pursuits. Will you take a seat, sir ?" 
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The stranger sat down. He was attired 
in the dress of a cavalier. His cloak was 
of the richest blue velvet trimmed with 
ermine, and his hat was siumounted by a 
silver rose of the most exquisite workman- 
ship. Dangling beneath the lower edge of 
his cloak might be seen the end of a scab- 
bard. His face was little in unison with 
his attire, being rather effeminate in ex- 
pression; his delicate complexion seemed 
more suited to one who had passed his life 
in calm studious pursuits, than to one who 
had foUowed the profession of war. His 
restless blue eyes were so piercing in their 
gaze, that each time he spoke they seemed 
to flash with as much intelligence and 
eloquence as was perceptible in the lan- 
guage he used. A thin black moustache, 
gracefully curled, hid the expression of his 
mouth. 
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There was an unnatural swagger in the 
behaviour of this stranger which Merlin 
saw at once was assumed. 

As he keenly watched the movements of 
his visitor a curious smile flitted across his 
face. 

" You wish to see me, sir T said Merlin, 
after he had waited some moments for the 
stranger to begin the conversation. 

" You are the great chemist, I pre- 
sume T 

" Sir T said Merlin, bending forward as 
though he did not catch the words, but in 
truth because he believed the voice peculiar 
and artificial. 

" You are the great chemist, I presume ; 
he whom the town calls Merlin T 

" That is my name, sir." 

There was a little pause. The stranger 
seemed unwilling to proceed. 
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"You are skilled in the distillation of 
herbs T he at length said. 

" I have attempted to apply those 
powers God has given me for the good of 
mankind/' said Merlin. . 

" You can prolong life for ever T 

" No one can do that but the Great 
Master of the universe." 

" You can destroy it T 

"Every human being can do that, 



sir." 



" But I mean with skill, so that it is not 
known T 

Merlin frowned, and cast a still more 
scrutinizing gaze upon his visitor. 

The stranger noticed the contraction of 
Merlin^s brows, and shifted uneasily in his 
seat. 

"You think ill of me I see by your 
face," exclaimed the cavalier. 
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"Probably you have done no ill at 
present." 

" Nor do I wish to do any." 

" Not if I refuse to assist you," said 
Merlin, still keeping his keen eyes fixed 
upon the face of his visitor. " Not if you 
cannot do that ill without being detected. 
Why do you visit me at this hour ?" 

" If," said the stranger, " your dearest 
friend were ill — sick of a disease that must 
kill him in so many hours, do you not 
think it would be an act of kindness to 
shorten his "suffering, and send him into 
the next world at once ?" 

" Probably your theory is correct, sir." 

" Then that is what I wish to do," said 
the stranger eagerly, evidently relieved at 
having thus made known the object of his 
visit. 

"To speak plainly," said Merlin, "you 
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want me to give you some of the most 
subtle poison I can prepare ?" 

" I do." 

" You wish to shorten some one's life ?" 

'' Only by a few hours." 

" Sir, nature has blessed me with great 
powers, and I have made a vow that my 
knowledge and skill shall never be em- 
ployed imjostly, or to the harm of my 
fellow-creatures. I have poison that will 
kill in three seconds, ten minutes, or ten 
hours, or ten days ; but, sir, before I give 
you any you must solemnly declare to me, 
and sign a declaration, that you wish to 
give it to no person in good health — that 
the person to whom you are about to ad- 
minister it is sick beyond recovery, and 
that you merely wish to terminate their 
sufferings. Will you make this declar- 
ation ?" 
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'' WiUingly." 

" I will give it you then." 

Merlin then took down from a case a 
Bmall bottle, and poured some colourless 
liquid into a phiaL He placed it on the 
table, and then wrote out the declaration. 

" WiU you sign that ?" he asked. 

The stranger signed the paper. 

" Geoflfrey Wilmington," said Merlin, 
reading the signature aloud. He then 
continued, "In addition to this, sir, I 
must ask you to take the Holy Bible in 
your hand, and, kissing it, swear that what 
is stated in that declaration is correct." 

" What is the charge for the liquid ?" 

Merlin stated the sum. 

" If I double this sum will you dispense 
with the oath ?" 

" Not for double the sum ; it is for my 
own conscience' sake." 



A CAST FOR A CROWN, 13 

»' nil 

" If I treble it ?" 

" No/' 

" If I give you five times as much ?" 

" No." 

" If I give you ten times more than the 
sum you have named ?" 

" No. I love a calm conscience." 

The stranger sighed and said, " Then I 
must do as you wish ;" and putting out his 
hand was about to take hold of the book 
^ Merlin held between his thumb and finger. 

" No. Not in the leathern glove, good 
sir. The hand must be uncovered. Surely 
you know sufficient of our law usages to 
know that it is the <;ustom when taking an 
oath to hold the book with the hand un- 
covered." 

There was an expression of displeasure 
in the face of the stranger, as he ex- 
claimed — 
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"Methinks, Sir Chemist, you are ex- 
tremely captious and pedantic in your 
ideas," 

"Then, Sir Cavalier, pray do not have 
the liquid,*' said Merlin, taking the small 
bottle from the table, and clasping it in his 
hands before him. 

The countenance of the stranger fell, 
while Merlin seemed amused at his dis- 
comfiture. 

"Then I presume," said the stranger, 
afber an awkward pause, "I must do as 
you wish ;" and pettishly snatching off the 
glove from his right hand, he hurriedly 
seized the book. 

"Yoin: hand, sir, is delicate and small 
for one of your calling," said Merlin. 

" You are impertinent." 

" Your form is lithesome and graceful," 

ft 

continued Merlin; " your shoulders are nar- 
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row for a man ; your cheek is soft as the 
peach — " 

A flush spread over the features of the 
stranger. 

" Your colour comes quickly — you blush 
like a woman." 

Deeper stiU the crimson tinge spread 
over the face and throat of the stranger. 

" Your breast is heaving. A man does 
not sit like that. Come, I will be more 
candid than you. The door is locked ; you 
are alone with me/' said Merlin, rising. 
" You are in my power. Madam ! you are 
in disguise r 

The stranger gave an involuntary and 
half-suppressed scream. 

" Screams are not heard here, madam. 
Come, let me assist you to reheve those 
fair shoulders of that heavy cloak, and of 
that hat, and that rapier too. How simple 
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you women are ! Did you think to de- 
ceive me ?" 

The visitor started up from the chair, 
and flew to the farthest comer of the room. 

" Your movements are those of a woman. 
Your walk — step — every action. Take off 
that cloak. Let me see you in your proper 
guise, and tell me why you have performed 
this farce." 

She looked at Merlin for a few seconds. 
Indignation, intense hatred, and a look of 
beseeching supplication were alternately 
depicted on her pretty, expressive, and 
mobile features. 

" What if I am a woman V she at last 
exclaimed, taking off the cloak and dis- 
closing her fair form, the bust of which was 
clad in a tight-fitting silk bodice or jacket,^ 
the lower portion still encased in the white 
silken hose and cavalier boots. 
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"Nothing at all/' said Merlin, seating 
himself and smiling triimiphantly, " only 
that it shows there must be more in this 
affair than you wish to divulge. Are you 
still Geoflfrey Wilmington T 

"No, I am Mistress Wilmington," she 
said, stamping her foot and biting her lip 
with rage. " But what I have told you is 
true — on my soul it is." 

Then why this disguiBel" 
Because — ^because," said the lady—" be- 
ca,use of the hour. You cannot understand 
the modesty of women." 

" I cannot," said Merlin, looking at the 
lower portion of her dress, and smiling. 
" But why come here at this hour ?" 

" I have domestic reasons." 

"And to whom do you wish to give 
this poison ?" 

" My poor, suffering brother." 

VOL. I. 2 
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" You sweax it T 

" I do/' 

'* Take the book then." 

The lady took up the book with her 
white, little hand, and with her pretty, 
pouting lips repeated the declaration after 
Merlin, and afterwards the oath which he 
administered. She then kissed the book, 
and replaced it on the table. 

Merlin handed the small phial to her. 

" Let me assist you with your cloak, 
madam, and your hat and beard. Really, 
if you left my place in this guise the town 
would be full of tales of scandalous mid- 
night amours, and instead of being con- 
sidered a book-loving recluse, I should be 
looked upon as a sly old gallant" 

When the cloak, hat, and beard were 
resumed. Merlin said, " Stay one moment. 
I will send that rascal of mine off to bed, 
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in case his quick eye should detect "what 
was so easily discovered by me." 

Merlin rang his bell, and when he heard 
the dwarfs footsteps approaching outside 
he went out of the room, and partly closing 
the door whispered to Zermat, " Follow this 
person. See who it is. I have discovered 
she is a lady in disguise. Be sure you 
trace her home. She must not suspect or 
observe you. Go outside the gate and 
await her exit, which will be immediately." 

He entered the room again, and closed 
the door. 

" Now, madam, I shall be happy to light 
you to the gate. This way, madam. Good 
night — or rather morning. May the stars 
show you the right road." 

Merlin fastened the gate after his 
strange visitor had passed through, and 
then returned to his chamber. 

2—2 
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" Poor silly little flutterer/^ he said, as 
lie eat down in Ms cliair, " she thought 
to deceive me. I saw in a moment — her 
gait, her fitce, her voice, every action be- 
spoke the woman. But what does she 
want with that poison ? I don't believe 
her tale. However, the liquid will do 
very little damage, for it is pure water. 
Twenty doubloons for fifteen drops of 
distilled water; surely that is coining 
gold ahnost as qtdck as Master Newton 
does at the Mint/' 



CHAPTER II. 

'^ In al this world to seken up and doun 
There nys no man so wys, that couthe thenche 
So gay a popillot, or such a wenche. 
For brighter was the schynyng of hir hewe, 
Than in the Tour the noble i-forged newe. 
But of hir song, it was as lowde and yeme 
As eny swalwe chiteryng on a heme. 
Therto sche cowde skippe, and make game, ' 
As eny kyde or calf folwyng his dame. 
Hir mouth was sweete as bragat is or meth, 
Or hoord of apples, layd in hay or heth." 

Chaucer's Canterbury Tales. 

It TEELIN'S face waa beaming with de- 
light. He sat thinking of his late 
visitor. It was pleasant ; this power over 
inferior intelligence. 

" Ah," he murmured, after a little short 
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laugh — a laugh full of concentrated joy ; 
" it is grand, it is glorious, this power of 
the mind. She comes to me — I, a poor 
humble disciple of science — she, a great 
favourite of fortune, for she must be rich — 
those were diamonds on her fingers and 
bosom, brilliant and big ones, too ; and she 
is in my power if Zermat discovers her 
real name. The Fates again — " 

The door of the chamber suddenly 
opened. His visitor this time was a yoimg 
girl of about sixteen years of age. An 
affectionate smile illumined his pale, 
thoughtful face, as he looked at the 
child. 

"Isabelle, my love," he said, "you 
ought to be in bed. It is past mid- 
night." 

" Father," she answered, " the bell 
awoke me, and as I listened I heard 
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■ I , I_'T -■_■■ 

sounds which convinced me you were 
still at work." 

" And you dressed again, and came down 
here I Naughty — naughty little puss/' 

'* Father, I have come to ask you to go 
to rest. You have not slept these two 
nights." 

" I must wait till Zennat returns/' 

She kissed his forehead, and as she 
stood beside him, the rays of the lamp 
falling full on the features of both, the 
contrast between the two faces was great. 
His pale, thin, thoughtful face, and broad, 
high forehead, and his snow-white locks, 
served to bring out more strongly the 
beauty of her youthful features, and the 
richness of her long, golden hair, which, 
unrestrained by ribbons or plaite, feU in 
rippling clusters over her fair, wax-like 
shoulders. His face seemed to denote that 
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he had found little joy in his long life- 
journey, while her serene and placid fea- 
tures, her merry blue eyes and laughing 
mouth, showed that care had not yet ven- 
tured to trace his cruel iron finger on that 
€alm, youthful brow, and that the buoyant 
hope of youth defied him to throw around 
her sweet, smiling mouth or into those 
laughter-loving eyes the least trace of gloom 
or discontent. 

"You must not work so long, father," 
she said, in her pretty musical tones. 
"You promised me, only a week ago, that 
you would go to bed every night — and now 
you have been up two nights !'* 

" It does not seem so long, my darling," 
said Merlin, putting his arm affectionately 
around her waist, and entwining his fingers 
in the glistening locks of hair which fell 
far below her shoulders. 
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" But it is, though, father," she answered, 
playfully patting his pale cheek, " and for 
three days you have not been up to my 
rooms." 

" You must forgive me, Isabelle ; I have 
been absorbed in a great experiment." 

" Those nasty experiments 1 What is 
the good of them ?" 

" Humph 1 what is the good of them I" 
he repeated ; as though musing to himself. 
The smile fled from his features, and was 
quickly succeeded by gloom. This sudden 
change was observed by Isabelle. 

" Oh, father," she exclaimed, " do not be 
sad. How should I judge of your pur- 
suits ? It was a foolish, thoughtless re- 
mark." 

" Foolish and thoughtless, you say, Isa- 
belle ; and yet, perhaps, far too pregnant 
with truth." 
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His voice was sad, and lie appeared sud- 
denly dejected. 

" Oh, father, that I should say anything 
to disturb — " 

*' Tut, tut, forget it. Say no n;ore. Let 
us speak of something else, darling. And 
is it two days since you and I went to see 
Master Newton T 

"Yes; two days. What a strange, 
dreamy man he is." 

** Dreamy ! What do you mean, Isa- 
beUe r 

" Why, once when I and Margaret called 
— ^you were not there — I and Miss Newton 
were at tea, and he came in. He was very 
serious, and although he looked at us he 
didn't appear to see us — ^he looked as I 
should imagine people look when they are 
walking in their sleep. He sat down 
without speaking, and began his tea. His 
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sister said, * This is Master Merlin's daugh- 
ter ;' and he repeated the words, * Master 
Merlin's daughter/ just as a parrot would, 
and without looking at me. You could see 
by his face he didn't know what he was 
saying, and I really believe he didn't know 
I was in the room. After some time I 
ventured to ask him whether he had 
finished the book I have heard you speak 
of." 

" The Principia." 

" Yes. But he made no answer. Well, 
I and Miss Newton went on talking, and 
presently he muttered something, and when 
she asked him what he said, he declared he 
hadn't spoken. Then he mistook the little 
pot of sugar for his tea-cup, and put it to 
his mouth. Oh, it was droU to see his face, 
when, as he kept tilting it higher and 
higher, the sugar suddenly rolled against 
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his lips, and down on to his waistcoat — it 
was like waking from a dream. He said 
*How stupid!' and put down the mug, 
and begged my pardon, and asked how you 
were, and began to talk like a rational 
being." 

"Like a rational being 1 Oh, Isabelle, 
child, how dull must be your perception T 

" But would not strangers at times think 
he was almost crazy, father ?" 

" Crazy I Isaac crazy 1 Sweet, patient, 
docile Isaa<5, whose powerful, subtle mind 
almost makes me worship him as one 
should only worship God. Have you been 
out to-day, Isabelle ?" 

"Yes, father. I went into the town 
with Margaret this morning. First, we 
went up by Charing, and then into the 
Mall, where we saw the Bang." 

"With his spaniels, of course." 
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" Yes, father. How very fast he walks. 
Then we called on Master Brydges, the 
bookseller, and he permitted me to look at 
several books. I was in his shop quite 
half an hour — I could live in his shop. 
How enthusiasticaUy he speaks of Master 
Milton." 

" Master Milton ! a pest on his name ! 
What has he done T 

" Why, father. Master Brydges says the 
poem he has written will Kve through all 
ages." 

" Pshaw 1 Master Brydges is a fool. 
What has this fellow Milton done ? In- 
creased the stock of idealistic nonsense — 
put in print his own day-dreams — dreams 
that any one may have if they lead a life 
of indolence. And the making it appear 
well in print is merely an art to be ac- 
quired by industry — the putting of words 
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together in a musical, jingling manner. I 
have no patience with these people. Can 
he teU me where this earth came from ? 
what the sun is ? whether beings inhabit 
the planets ? Can he turn this wood into 
gold? Can he distil from his precious 
brain that Kquid that shall make us young 
for ever ? Poet ! forsooth f I am sick of 
this cant about poets. He pleases people 
because he shows them that * rain ' rhymes 
with * pain ;' because this great Master Mil- 
ton tells them that the rose is red and fra- 
grant, and that sometimes the sky is blue. 
Master Newton is worth fifty of him.'* 

Isabelle was silent. She was sorry she 
had disturbed the serenity of his mind. 
Believing she had incurred his displeasure 
in speaking of Milton's new poem, she 
kissed his forehead, her long golden hair 
mingUng with his white beard. 
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"You are not cross with me, father?" 
she asked, in a low, sweet voice. 

" Cross with you, Isabelle, my love ! I 
am never cross with you. You have never 
given me a moment's unhappiness since 
you jBrst began to lisp — a little, helpless 
child. But I always lose my temper when 
I hear so much praise given to these 
jingling rhymers. Yet the world, it seems, 
was always fascinated with those lazy, 
useless fellows. But Isabelle, my love, 
you had better retire. It is getttog late. 
The night is gUding away.^' 

" But you will go to bed, father, as soon 
as Zermat returns ?" 

" I will, darling. Good - night. Kiss 



me. 



Pleased with this promise, she gave him 
an affectionate kiss, and left the room. 
" I have fulfilled the vow I took in 
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presence of the dead/' said Merlin, when 
he found himself alone. " I love her-as if 
she were my own. How sweetly pretty 
she grows, and her young heart seems so 
fuU of hope and youthful joy. Pity she 
could not remain so all her life. Why 
should we grow older ? why should we lose 
the buoyancy and enthusiasm of youth? 
Poor little Isabelle I If her real father 
ever appears it will break her heart to 
part — and mine, too !" 



CHAPTER m. 

'^ A chiers amang you, taking notes, 

And faith hell prent it." 

Burns. 

f^ERMAT, wrapping his cloak around 
^ Mm, swiftly foUowed the figure of 
the stranger as it glided through the nar- 
row intricate streets. The night being 
extremely dark, he was compelled to keep 
close to the object of his scrutiny. 

The lady cavalier fancied she heard 
footsteps pattering behind her. To ascer- 
tain the truth or felsity of this suspicion, 
she, on turning a comer, quickly hid behind 
a projecting porcL Zermat, believing her 
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in advance, turned the comer at a quick 
rate, and almost ran against the object of 
his pursuit before he wa^ aware of her 
presence. Seeing the diminutive size of 
her pursuer, and not recognizing the dwarf, 
she seized hold of his cloak and ex- 
claimed — 

"Why, child, how is it you walk 
abroad so late as this? Who are your 
parents. ?" 

" I have none, sir,'* answered Zermat, 
adroitly assuming the voice of a child. 

" How do you exist ?" 

" I sing, sir, at different hostelries, and 
people give me money." 

"But surely you must have a home 
somewhere — some place to sleep in V* 

" No, sir ; sometimes I sleep in a shed 
down by the river, and sometimes in a 
wherry, but the shed is fastened to-night — 
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I was too late — and the barge is moored 
too far out in the stream, and I can't 
reach it/' 

*• Poor child ! and you have no shelter for 

this night r 

" No, sir — ^none/' % 

'' Then follow me. It is not far. My 
house stands just beyond the fields. I will 
give you shelter for to-night." 

Zermat, now having no fear of detection, 
closely followed Merlin's strange visitor. 

The disguised lady continued her walk 
loij the Cross of Eleanor at Charing, up 
through the fields now forming the Hay- 
market, and along the road, the site of 
which is now occupied by Piccadilly. 
Stopping at a high waU over which oaks 
and elms stretched their naked branches, 
she tapped slightly at a gate with the hilt 
of her rapier. It was speedily opened, and 
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the lady entered, while Zermat lingered in 
the gateway. 

" Give this child a night's shelter and 
food/' said the lady, and immediately afi^r- 
wards she disappeared down one of the 
shrubbery walks leading to the front of the 
house. 

Zermat followed the man who had 
opened the gate, and was conducted by 
him to the kitchen. Big logs of wood 
were blazing cheerfully on the hearth, and 
eaat flickering rays of waxm ruddy light 
around on the oaken walls of the apart- 
ment. Above, the well-smoked rafters 
supported huge pieces of cured meat. An 
immense barrel of October ale stood in one 
comer. Along one side was a dresser or 
bench at which the cook practised her 
cunning and usefiil art. The walls were 
adorned with brightly-pohshed utensils of 
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copper. In the centre stood an oak table, 
at which sat a matron, whose snow-white 
cap and apron and neat dress rendered 
more pleasant and interesting a naturally 
good-tempered face, and her rosy cheeks 
spoke well of the good cheer of the 
house. 

" Dorothy,'* said the man, " Lady Claire 
has returned in her diBguise." 

" Disguise forsooth 1" exclaimed his wife. 
-It is plain her ladyship wa^ not bom in 
this country. No English lady would 
masquerade in men's dotted especiaUy at 
this time of night. It makes one think 
nafity things." 

^*We must see and hear, Dorothy, but 
neither think nor speak." 

"True, but we are now by ourselves, 
and no one has heard what I have said. 
But hey-dey ! what is this child ?" 
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" It came in with Lady Claire. Her 
kind heart has made her give this little 
wretch food and shelter. Come^ you brat, 
pull off your cloak and hat if you are 
hungry, for the night is slipping away 
apacel" 

Zermat divested himself of hat and cloak. 
The sight of his misshapen figure and 
harsh features, which till now had been 
well concealed by the garments he had 
just thrown off, elicited from Dorothy an 
exclamation of surprise, while the man 
himself stared at the supposed child in 
amazement. 

" Child !" said Dorothy, " does her lady- 
ship call this creature a child ? Why the 
withered little wretch is older than Lady 
Claire herself" 

« Pardon me, mistress," exclaimed Zer- 
mat, bowing most profoundly, and throw- 
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ing into his hard features the most winning 
expression he possibly could. "Pardon 
me, mistress. The Great Master of Life is 
the architect of my unfortunate frame, as 
he is also of your graceftil figure and sweet 
kind face. In deriding me you insult the 
Power who made me. Probably, good 
mistress, my heart and mind may make up 
for the deformity of the poor case in which 
they dwell.'' 

" There, Dorothy 1" said the man, laugh- 
ing heartily. " If ill-formed, his tongue is 
smooth and polite, and his manners ex- 
cellent. But, my little gallant, how is it 
the coimt mistook you for a child ?" 

"Good sir," said Zermat, in his most 
winning manner, "I was travelling to- 
wards the great Oxford Road (for I have a 
commission for one Master Howard, of 
Tower Hill, to execute at Oxford), when 
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•the good cavalier overtook me and offered 
me shelter.'' 

" And it was the cavalier's mistake, he 
thought you a child," said Dorothy, good- 
lixmiouredly, for Zermat's skilfiil flattery 
had softened her heart towards him. 

" It appears so," said the dwarf; " never- 
theless the food and shelter will be accept- 
able, if you will still allow me to accept 
the kind offer of the gentleman." 

Zermat artfully affected to believe that 
the lady in disguise was a cavalier. He 
quickly saw that Dorothy and her husband 
were anxious to efface from his mind the 
remarks that had just been made respect- 
ing Lady Claire's disguise. 

"And who is the kind cavalier I have 
to thank for bringing me here ?" asked 
Zermat. 

"Count St. Hiliare," said Dorothy. 
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"You are in his lordsHp's house — called 
Hamil House, But eat of this pie if you 
are hungry, for we mu^ soon to bed." 

The dwarf did justice to the supper put 
before him. His sprightly conversation 
amused his companions, and when he had 
satisfied his hunger, the man led him to a 
small room beyond the pantry, where on a 
little bed he was requested to take up his 
abode for the night. 

When Zermat was left alone he re- 
viewed the events of the last two hours. 
He had performed the task requested of 
him by Merlin. He knew the lady was 
Lady Claire, that the house he was in was 
Hamil House, and that the owner of the 
house was Count St. Hiliare. 

" Lady Claire must be St. Hiliare's wife," 
thought Zermat. 

Half an hour had passed, and the house 
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was still and silent. Zermat found the 
door of his little room was unfastened. He 
opened it and walked into the kitchen. 
The remains of the wood fire were smoulder- 
ing on the hearth. Casting a look around 
and seeing that the place was deserted, he 
wandered on until he reached a narrow 
flight of stairs. These he ascended, and 
after passing through a long passage foimd 
himself in a spacious and lofty gallery. He 
could just discern, by aid of the faint star- 
light which fell through the windows, the 
various suits of armour and implements of 
war wHch adorned each side. 

Presently he heard a faint step, and then 
perceived at the farther end of the corridor 
a slim white figure with a taper in its hand. 
He could plainly see the figure by reason of 
the light of the taper it held ; yet he, being 
in the dark, was invisible to the mysterious 
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walker. The figure approached, and as 
it did so, Zermat saw that the features 
were those of the disguised lady who had 
visited Merlin. The dwarf, before the lady 
approached sufficiently close to see him, 
hastily hid behind a suit of armour ; yet, 
nimble as he was, the sound of his footsteps 
reached her ears. 

She stopped and appeared to be listen- 
ing. 

"Methinks I heard a noise," she said, 
timidly and half aloud, " yet no one is 
present. Can this be a supernatural warn- 
ing to me, being as I am on the eve of 
doing an act that may dest]^oy my soul for 
ever ?" 

She hesitated and listened. 

" 'Twas no noise. Twas the beating of 
a coward conscience," she muttered, with a 
smUe ; but the sickly smile, rather than 
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ahowing the gladness of the heart, betrayed 
its fear and anxiety. 

She then walked past and Zermat fol- 
lowed her. At the end of iJie corridor she 
entered a room. The dwarf ventured 
dose enough to peep in the open door. A 
high screen within obstructed his view. 
He cautiously stole inside. A large and 
magnificent bed stood close to the wall 
behind the door. The screen ran as far as 
the bed, but between it and the wall was a 
space of about eighteen inches. Zermat 
hesitated a second, but in another moment 
he had crawled between the screen and the 
wall, and beneath the bed itself. Here he 
crouched as still as a stone. 

"I have brought you this, my lord, 
some sweet cordial. Maybe it will 
ease your poor suffering body," said the 
lady. 
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"Oh, Claire, you are my kind good 
angel. Anything you give should be 
potent for good : given by so sweet and 
kind a creature," said a weak voice. 

" If my prayers have any power, health 
will soon be given you, my lord." 

" Oh, Claire, you are good, but I am ill 
— ^bad — sick unto death. What is the 
cordial, Claire V 

" It is good, my dear lord. It is bound 
to restore health. I obtained it from a 
clever mediciner in the city. I heard of 
him to-day, and I visited him at once. It 
is said to be nature's favourite restorer. 
It cures diseases and ailments as surely 
and rapidly as the sun of the tropics 
would melt the snow of this gloomy 
land." 

" Oh, Claire, you are good ; and did you 
trust that sweet fiice out this dark even- 
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ing ? Why not liave sent one of the lazy 
retamers ?" 

" Because, my dear lord, I would be sure 
it was genuine, I would have it from the 
mediciner's hands himself. What is such 
a simple service performed by me compared 
to your dear life, my lord ?" 

" Give me the balsam, dear Claire, and 
may God grant that it do good/' 

" Is there any taste, my lord ?" 

"None. Oh, Claire, if I should die, 
what would become of poor Charles ?" 

" The king, my lord, must take care of 
himself. Rather think, my lord, of my 
miserable lot if left alone without your 
dear face to look upon." 

** I deserve your gentle rebuke, sweet 
Claire. But I thought, dear Claire, that 
you would think my regret at leaving you 
behind a thing so certain that words would 
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he wasted in describing it. But the poor 
king. I, his chief playmate — ^the com- 
panion of his joyoiis hours-of his pleasures 
— what will he do without me ? Clarendon 
may deal for him with the crafty Scotch, 
and guide him in his puhKc acts, but poor 
Charles, who can be his adviser m his 
pastimes ? who can gently admonish and 
request him to respect the bounds of 
prudence? A pair of bright eyes and 
rosy lips will make him forget he is king 
of these realms. In the council chamber 
he is a child, and out of it, he is little 
better." 

Zermat had by this time crawled to the 
end of the bed, where by carefully pulling 
aside the valance, he could obtain a view of 
the speakers. 

The invalid count, clothed in a costly 
dressing-gown, reclined in a great ebony arm 
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chair, made still more luxurious and com- 
fortable by soft downy pillows. His fea- 
tures were ghastly white, and the facial 
muscles were frequently distorted by pain. 
His eyes rested with an expression of ex- 
treme fondness and love upon the features 
of the lady who stood by his side. They 
were piercingly bright with that strange 
glitter that too often denotes the approach 
of death. 

The lady was of a medium stature and of 
a delicate and gracefiil figure. Her feature^ 
were interesting yet not strictly handsome ; 
but the smile which came and disappeared 
with extraordinary rapidity, lit up those 
features like a gleam of sunshine breaking 
over a landscape. It was this soul-like ex- 
pression, this extreme mobility of feature, 
which &scinated the beholder, and Zermat 
looked and looked again at her bright 
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sparkling eyes, which flashed with such ex- 
pressive intelligence, betiuying eveiy fleet, 
ing emotion of the soul. 

" Ah, Claire," sighed the invaUd, " when 
I loved you in those fair scenes in sweet 
Seville, I never thought fate would have 
made me bring you to this cold chme. See 
how thick the fog was last night. This 
miserable country is not fit for your sweet 
eyes to look upon. Claire, I am ilL I feel 
worse." 

" Nay, say not so, my lord," said the 
lady, taking his hand and bending over 
him. 

" If I die," said the invaUd, " will you 
promise me, Claire, to leave this cold cheer- 
less land and return to sunny Spain ?" 

" Do not speak of dying, my lord. You 
surely mU not die. I feel you wiU not die. 
Compose yourself Hark ! What is that 
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noise? Some one is in the chamber. The 
bed 1 The bed !" 

She seized a small bell from the table 
and rang it violently. 



CHAPTER IV. 

" Monro, This secret is a lever 

That shall make my lady yield 
Heaps of gold/' 

The Moat House. 

rZERMAT, in his eagerness to obtain a 
better view of the face of the lady, 
had unfortunately made a noise with his 
heels upon the floor, and disturbed the bed- 
curtain. 

This was the cause of Lady Claire s 
alarm. 

The ringuig of the bell soon brought 
one of the domestics to the spot. Zermat, 
short as the time was, had already deter- 
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mined upon his plan of action. He 
imagined the servant, on entering the room, 
wo\ild immediately proceed towards the 
spot where the lady stood, by the side of 
the invalid's chair, and would thus leave 
his retreat by the same way he had entered 
unimpeded. As he imagined, so it hap- 
pened. 

As soon as the servant was fairly in the 
room, Zermat crawled from under the bed, 
behind the screen, and escaped through the 
door. He then found himself in the long, 
broad corridor, with the moon, which by 
this time had risen, shining through the 
stained windows, and casting on the floor 
the many-coloured images of the designs in 
the glass. At the far end, in the dim 
light, the sharp eyes of the dwarf observed 
another of the domestics coming towards 
him. He knew he must pass her to reach 
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the stairs. Quickly he stooped down be- 
neath the windows, and there, favoured by 
the shade, he crawled on all fours and 
slowly moved forward. 

The girl, believing she had seen some- 
thing, faltered for a moment, and then 
again resumed her course. When oppo- 
site Zermat she could just discern a dark 
obscure object moving, but, dazzled by the 
moonbeams which fell full around her, she 
could not distinguish what it was. Fasci- 
nated by a kind of superstitious awe she 
stood one moment to look. Zermat made 
a peculiar unearthly noise, and the terrified 
girl rushed screaming towards the room 
occupied by Count St. Hiliare and his 
wife. 

The dwarf then hastened with cautious 
but rapid steps down the broad oak stair- 
case, and reached the hall below. Here he 
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saw one of the retainers whose duty it was 
to sit up through the night, and watch in 
the great hall. He was fast asleep in a 
high-backed chair, with his legs stretched 
out at full length and each arm hanging 
helplessly beside him, while his head was 
thrown back, and from his open mouth 
arose a regular snore proclaiming the deep 
sleep of the sleeper. 

The dwarf took up the lantern which 
stood at his feet, and examined the door. 
He found it was impossible to open it. At 
this moment a soimd of voices upstairs 
convinced him there was little time to lose 
if he wished to avoid being captured. 
Taking the lantern with him, he hastily 
walked towards the kitchen he had first 
entered, and examined the window. After 
a little trouble he managed to get through, 
and dropped into the garden. Here he 
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found one more obstacle to overcome — 
the wall which surrounded the grounds. 
There was a tree very close to it : up this 
he climbed, and dropped from its branches 
on to the top of the wall, and thence down 
into the road outside. 

" I must thank my ruling planet that I 
have escaped," he said, shaking himself, 
and breathing more freely. 

Without any further mishap, he reached 
the river bank. He rang the bell of Mer- 
lin's abode. A head was cautiously put 
out of the window above to reconnoitre, 
and a little while afterwards the gate was 
opened by Merlin himself 

"You infamous, loitering rascal," said 
Merlin, in a tone of deep displeasure, " did 
I tell you to stay till this time? It is 
nearly daybreak." 

" Have I not, sir, been performmg— " 
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" Your duty, you will say. Did I tell 
you to follow the lady to the end of the 
world ? And pray how far have you been ? 
Where does she live — at Bath or the He- 
brides r 

'^Not so far, sir. She Hves at Hamil 
House." 

'' Hanul House 1" 

" And she is the Lady St. Hiliare." 

"What, the wife of St. Hiliare, the 
king's foreign courtier — his favourite ?" 

" The same, sir." 

Merlin led the way to his laboratory, 
and sitting down listened to Zermat's ac- 
count of his adventure. The dwarf gave 
a graphic and accurate description of all 
he had witnessed. 

" You say," observed Merlin, after he had 
listened to the whole of the narrative, 
" you say she gave him something out of a 
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small bottle, which she said she had bought 
of a wise man in the city ?" 

"Yes, sii'." 

"And you are sure this was her hus- 
band r 

" I have told you all the conversation 
that passed between them, sir, and I think 
you will imagine, as I do, that the invalid 
must be her husband. I am certain it was 
her husband." 

"She will be here again, in a day or 
two." 

" Did you supply her with elixir, sir ?" 

"Ask no questions. There is some 
mystery about that woman. I may tell 
you more at some future time. For the 
present keep strict silence. Be as faithful 
in your services as you have been, and 
something great will arise from this aflfeir. 
Here is some metal dross. You will find 
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much lead in it, but also some little silver 
and gold. You can melt it down at your 
leisure/' 

"Another failure, sir?" asked Zermat, 
with some concern, as he took the frag- 
ments of metal handed to him. 

" What is that to you ?" asked Merlin, 
in a sharp, snappish tone. " Can I expect 
without much labour and long, long obser- 
vation, and many failures, to discover that 
which has puzzled the greatest philosophers 
of all ages — from the most remote anti- 
quity to the present time ? But the hour 
wiU come when this room, this floor, these 
walls, this ceiling, shall be covered with 
gold — aye, even the very streets of this 
city shall be paved with the bright yellow 
metal, so plentiful will it be, and so easily 
will it be created f and as he spoke the 
earnest glance of the bright eye, and the 
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tremulous emotional voice, proclaimed the 
enthusiast and the visionary. 

" You may retire to bed now. Zermat," 
he added, after a pause. " Remember one 
word — that word is secrecy." 

The dwarf left the apartment, and Mer- 
lin was alone. 

The old man arose and paced up and 
down the strange room. The little oil 
lamp on the table sent its feeble rays 
around, bringing up from out the darkness 
the cinious things scattered about — the 
alembics and crucibles, the dried and half- 
dissected reptiles, the bottles of strange 
liquids filled with the result of mysterious 
midnight distillations, and all those curious 
ingredients, and commodities, and utensils, 
used by the alchemists of old in their dark 
and ftitile gropings after mythical and 
shadowy nothings. 
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" Another failure 1" he said, as with 
folded arms, and his head down-bent, he 
slowly walked to and fro ; " even that 
hideous ill-shapen wretch cannot help ex- 
pressing surprise. Another failure ! But 
who am I that I should expect to discover 
at once that which has puzzled the greatest 
minds from all time? It is sufficient to 
know that I shall discover it — ^that there 
will be a time when even the king with all 
his pomp and gaiety at court will be 
second in the minds of men, and I and my 
acts will be the chief theme spoken of in 
every comer of the earth." 

His thoughts recurred to the events of 
the last two days. 

" Hitherto," he said, resuming his soli- 
loquy, and still slowly pacing the room, 
"hitherto I have been crippled in these 
grand experiments for want of materials. 
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When one has to work with gold and silver 
— when we have to throw them into the in- 
satiable crucible — each experiment almost 
swallows a year's income. If Lady Claire 
values her life she must give me gold. 
She wishes to dispose of her husband. 
She is the favourite of the king. I see it 
aU now. She must give me gold to be 
silent. These haughty nobles, and even 
the royal head itself, shall bow before and 
acknowledge the supremacy of the humble 
disciple of science. '' 



CHAPTER V. 

" Macbeth, I am settled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat." 

Macbeth. 

TjIOE six hours the sun had already been 
above the horizon, yet a thick fog 
still hung over the city. The river rolled 
silently along its course. No boat nor 
barge troubled its misty surface, for the 
watermen were fearful of being swept 
against the treacherous piers of the only 
bridge which then crossed its broad bosom. 
In the streets of the city, too, the fog 
interfered with the trade of the merchants 
and shopkeepers, rendering less active and 
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noisy those spots which were accustomed 
to witness the daily turmoil and bustle of 
the followers of trade. 

In the outlying districts, in the villages 
of Islington, St. Pancras, and Hoxton, the 
meadow-lands of Marylebone, the fields of 
Finsbury, and the lanes and roads around 
— all was quiet and silent. 

The lights from the windows of Hamil 
House, as it stood by the side of the road, 
yet within its own broad domain, shone 
out cheerily through the heavy fog. 

Within St. Hiliare still tossed and 
groaned amidst the downy pillows and 
cushions placed in his great ebony arm- 
chair, and alternately chafed at his confine- 
ment and prayed for recovery. 

In her own private room sat Lady Claire 
in deep conference with her confidential 
waiting-maid. The chamber was for that 
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age furnished in the most luxurious style, 
yet many of the articles therein would at 
the present day be considered merely fit 
for the abode of the humblest cottager. 

The maid was busy working embroidery. 
Lady Claire seemed restless and ill at ease. 
Sometimes sitting down upon one or other 
of the chairs, then again rising and pacing 
the room. 

" And do you think, Josephine," she ex- 
claimed, "that my features are equal to 
those of the Duchess of Cleveland ?" 

" Madam, as I am your favourite maid, 
you know, I speak more freely than I 
should otherwise do. Your kindness and 
consideration makes me bold of speech. 
Therefore I say in my humble opinion 
your features are not equal to those of 
the Duchess of Cleveland for classic 
beauty " 
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Lady Claire stopped short in her pacing, 
and frowned. 

" But," resumed Josephine, not observing, 
or probably believing it impolitic to notice, 
the transient frown of her ladyship, « but 
then, most beloved mistress, the features 
of the duchess are cut in marble — ^im- 
movable, hard, expressionless — ^while with 
your face, madam, every thought and 
wish of the soul darts forth as a streak of 
lightning. Your face, my lady, is a speak- 
ing face. Your eyes and every feature 
speak sometimes much more eloquently 
than any tongue." 

**And you think, Josephine, the 
king " 

" Madam, if I have no art in reading a 
man's face I am an unworthy daughter of 
the fair clime of Seville." 

" Ah, Josephine, it is our southern blood 
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which gives us such pre-eminence over these 
cold dames of this foggy frozen island. 
Oh, Seville ! Seville ! why did I ever leave 
thy sweet soft atmosphere T 

" To share the throne of ^^ 

" Hush 1 Not so loud ! Good heavens, 
Josephine, never utter the dearest secret 
of my soul in such loud tones. We 
are never safe. We may be over- 
heard." 

"Not in your own chamber, madam. 
We are alone." 

" I believe so ; but after that strange 
event in St. Hihare's room the other 
night, I am afraid almost to believe any- 
ihmg." 

"But, madam, look around. Is there 
any place where any one could be secreted ? 
We are safe to speak our thoughts openly 
to each other." 
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" But not so loud. Let us converse in 
lower tones/' 

"You asked me, madam, if the 
king " 

" Oh, I was lamenting my departure 
from Seville. Sometimes, Josephine, I 
quail with terror as I look upon the path I 
have selected to follow. I see it is smeared 
with blood. I see two hideous spots at 
least." 

" Your ladyship's thoughts are gloomy 
to-day. It is this horrid thick mantle of 
cloud which hangs down so close to the 
earth, and which these islanders call fog, 
that makes you so miserable." 

" It may be, but sometimes I shivei 
without any apparent cause, and last night 
my rest was broken by the most appalling 
dreams." 

"And should the daughter of the 
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Rigueldas fret and tremble at a mere 
dream T 

" You are right, Josephine. I believe I 
am beside myself to allow this fear to creep 
over me. St. Hiliare still lives." 

"Notwithstanding, my lady, the elixir 
administered to him." 

"He lives still. Either I must have 
• paid away my gold pieces for clear water, 
or St. Hiliare has a frame of iron." 

" Or the wise man who sold it was a 
cheat." 

" I have already suggested that, Jose- 
phine." 

"My lady, certain events happening it 
is a simple process of reasoning to see what 
will follow. St. Hiliare dying leaves you 
a widow. The queen dying leaves the 
king to look aroimd for another consort. 
The king loving you before all the many 
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ladies of his court it is easy to divine that 
Lady Claire will become the queen of 
England." 

*' Still it is a terrible thing, this taJdng 
of life." 

*' And it is a grand and noble thing, this 
being queen of one of the proudest nations 
of the earth." 

"Can even a golden crown stop the , 
throbbing of the brain, or the biting and 
burning of a guilty conscience ?" 

" Confession, my dear lady, and absolu- 
tion." 

" That is the theory of our holy church 
I know, Josephine ; but in reality can the 
Pope himself command the throbbing brain 
to be still, or the terror-stricken conscience 
to fall asleep ?" 

" Can the daughter of the proud 
Eigueldas know fear? Can she see the 
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proud position offered her — can she see the 
glittering crown so close to her hand, and 
yet hesitate to accept and seize it ? If she 
does this it will be because her blood is 
too pale and her heart too timid. Is 
this the daughter of the fierce Castilian 
Don r 

" Never ! By heaven, never !" exclaimed 
^ Lady Claire, clenching her hand, and hold- 
ing it defiantly aloft as she imperiously 
paced the room. " Never. The daughter 
of Don Eigueldas bids defiance to these 
silly phantoms of fear. Josephine, I have 
been in a dream. What terrible power 
has held sway over me to make me thus 
tremble with craven fear ? I see the path 
before me even now, and I will journey 
it as I have begun. Mark! The two 

blood spots I will consider red Castilian 

• i} 

wine. 
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At this moment tibere waa a knock at 
the door of the apartment. 

" Hist, Josephine 1 Quick. Go to the 

door. See who it is, and read in their 

faces whether they have been listen- 
er ^ " 
ing. 

The maid hurried to the door and found 
it was one of the domestics. 

" What is it T asked Josephine, stand- ^ 
ing with her hand on the door, and in such 
a position as to prevent any one entering. 
" What do you want T 

" Is my lady here V 

"You can deliver any message to 



me. 



*^ His lordship has arisen from the chair, 
and is partly dressed. He rang the bell, 
and I was astonished to find him walking 
about the room." 

" What !" cried Lady Claire, the tone. 
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and more especially the expression of her 
features, evincing anything but pleasure at 
the speedy recovery of her husband. Then 
as though recollecting who was within 
hearing, she exclaimed, " Heaven be 
praised 1 I will attend his lordship inune- 
diately/' 

The domestic disappeared, and Josephine 
closed the door. She looked significantly 
towards her mistress. 

Lady Claire stood by the table ner- 
vously plucking a flower to pieces which 
she had taken from a vase. Her expres- 
sive features were influenced by conflicting 
thoughts and passions. These flitting ex- 
pressions ultimately subsided into one of 
stem resolve. Her mouth wap firmly shut, 
her brow was lowered and contracted, and 
those speaking eyes which at times could 
look so divinely beautiful and innocent 
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now flashed with the fire and rage of a 
baffled tigress. 

"Your potion is ineffectual, my lady, 
or probably that which was intended to 
destroy has been the means of restoration/' 

" The alchymist told me it was infal- 
hble." 

" Yet you see the result." 

" I gave him gold. The price was great. 
And I cannot doubt his skill. His deep 
learning is the talk of the town. But he 
discovered my disguise. He told me very 
quickly I was a woman." 

"Which you ought to have denied." 

" Of what use was any denial when he 
rudely threatened to pull off my disguise if 
I did not do. so myself T 

Josephine looked steadfastly at her mis- 
tress for a few seconds, and then ex- 
claimed — 
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" Then what you have given to Count 
St. Hiliare is pure water." 

" How so ? Why do you rush to that 
conclusion ?" 

"I have been thinking of it since yon 
first told me what occurred. Look at it in 
this way, my lady. You go to this man 
an hour after midnight. You go in the 
disguise of a man. He discovers and you 
admit yourself to be of the opposite sex. 
Would not all these precautions plainly 
convince him that you wanted the poison 
for some unholy purpose ?" 

" And you think the villain sold me for 
so much gold a few paltry drops of harm- 
less water ?" 

" I have not the least doubt of it.'' 

" The miserable scoundrel ! If I had this 
same Merlin in Seville, one gold piece would 
hire a stiletto to enter his deceiving breast.'* 
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"If we were in Seville, madam, all 
things would be changed. We should not 
be obliged to use so much precaution in 
the disposal of the count as we have in 
this law-ridden, death-fearing country. 
Let me make the next essay, madam. I 
will warrant me I will strut, and swagger, 
and swear, so that this Merlin shall not 
only think he has a man to deal with, but 
that he has also a bravo who would think 
very little of cutting his throat ; and in 
truth, my lady, I will take with me, with 
your permission, my stiletto." 

" I think, truly, you would make the 
better man," said Lady Claire, laughing ; 
" you are taller, more stoutly formed, and 
vnth a deeper voice than L Well, you 
shall make the next purchase. This Mer- 
lin lives down by the river side. Ke- 
member, Josephine, that we play for a 
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higli stake — it is death or a crown. 
When I am queen of this proud island 
then shall you be the second lady in the 
laud." 



CHAPTER VL 

^^Norlan, Think not that by your schemes, 
Your wily speeches, or your strange disguise, 
Your thoughts are hid. 
Bare as a flowery bank, 
Bathed in the noonday sun. 
Your heart lies open to his skilful eye." 

The Game of Life. 

TTALF an hour before midnight of 
that same day, there issued forth 
from the secret entrance of HamU House, 
a swaggering gallant. The spurs in his 
heavy riding boots clanked on the gravel, 
the high feather in his cap waved saucily in 
the damp night air, and his cloak fluttered 
gaily in the breeze. Josephine, for it was 
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Lady Claire's waiting-maid and confidante, 
after traversing a lane, the site of which is 
now occupied by the buildings between St. 
Jameses Street and Waterloo Place, soon 
reached the stone wall surrounding Merlin's 
dwelling. She rang the bell lustily, and on 
Zermat coming to the gate she exclaimed 
in a blustering brusque tone:- 

" I want to see one Merlin a chemist — ^a 
philosopher or astrologer. Is he within—- 
or probably I have mistaken the house? 
He may not reside here." 

" He resides here," answered the dwarf, 
*^. and if you will walk inside and let me 
shut the gate, I will enquire whether he is 
at liberty to see you. Your name and 
business, sir T 

"As to my name it can matter little 
whether he knows it or not ; it is Colonel 
Wildmaston. As to my business that may 
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be of more importance to him. I wist to 
confer with him in some slight matters of 
astrology." 

The dwarf disappeared, and soon return- 
ing, requested Josephine to follow him. 

The supposed Colonel Wildmaston was 
flhown into the same apartment wherein 
Lady Claire had had her interview with 
Merlin. The old alchemist was still busy 
amidst his curious implements of research 
and discovery.. 

Josephine entered with a swaggering 
gait, and sat down upon the first chair she 
saw, exclaiming : 

" By my faith. Master Merlin, any one 
would think you lived upon strange food 
with all these horrible and detestable dried 
reptiles here. And is it with these that 
you cast one's nativity T 

^'No, Sir Cavalier," answered Merlin^ 
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looking keenly at his visitor. " Neither is 
it with these that I attempt to penetrate 
disguise." 

Josephine heard these words with as- 
tonidnnent. 

** He must recognise the hat and cloak," 
she thought. "How foolish of us not 
to think of that ! They should have been 
changed." Then she added aloud — " Dis- 
guise ! Is that the word you use to 
designate the veil which hides the future 
from the eyes of we poor ignorant people, 
but which you who spend your lives in 
hard study and deep reflection can so easily 
raise ? Now I warrant me these things* 
although to my eyes, that have been long 
accustomed chiefly to powder and smoke, 
and giving and taJdng of thrusts with the 
rapier, and the thunderous charge of cavalry, 
and the cry and the yeU of the battle-field. 
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and the cannonading and scaling of forts, 
and the sight of headless and maimed 
bodies of the slain, of the woimded, the 
dying and the dead — I say, to my eyes, all 
these things here seem mummery and con- 
fusion ; as valuable as a Jew's cast-off shoes. 
Now this lizard here in this coimtry may be 
esteemed a rarity, but in the Indies they 
are a pest and a nuisance, and you would 
get paid to rid the country of a few 
thousand of them/' 

" And you have been to the Indies ?" 
" I have seen the island that Colimibus 

I 

first sighted, and a fairer voyage you could 
not have than among those self-same islands. 
Now here is this dried serpent *' 

" However much. Sir Colonel, you have 
travelled it has not bronzed your cheeks 
very much, nor given you half the manners 
which we islanders learn at home.'' 

VOL. I. 6 
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^* Bronzed skin, manners, and learning to 
the wall ! If I were to pin you by that 
wretched worsted gown of yours to the 
door there with my dagger, while I ran- 
sacked the place and took what I liked, you 
might make such a speech as you have just 
made. Am I to approach you with the 
same awe and reverence that a courtier ap- 
proaches the king, you miserable half- 
starved scholar? But come, we will not 
quarrel. I wiU forgive you. Now what 
liquids are in these bottles ? Ah, that 

reminds me of a good thought. Sir 

■ 

astrologer, I have not time now to have 
my nativity cast, I will call some other 
time. My favourite horse that bore me 
gallantly in a score of fights has broken his 
leg. Give me some potion that will shorten 
his agony and send him quietly to sleep in 
death with his fathers. I shall take this one/' 
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Merlin rang his litiie silver bell, and ex- 
claimed : 

" Sir Colonel, as you refuse to pay me 
that deference which one gentleman cer- 
tainly expects from another, probably when 
a minister of the holy chinrch is present 
you will moderate your rude behaviour. 
See ! Mark you not that you have already 
thrown over one of my alembics and spilled 
the contents thereof?'' 

The dwarf appeared in answer to the 
bell. 

*^Ask Martel to step in here," said 
Merlin. 

" Martel T said Josephine, betrayiag 
much emotion, and in her natural voice; 
her tone and manner having hitherto been 
assumed for the purpose of deception. 
Merlin looked keenly at his visitor. 

"I should scarcely have thought," he 

6—2 



84 A CAST FOR A CRO WN, 

exclaimed, "that one of his majesty's 
stalwart fire-eating troopers would have 
betrayed so much agitation on the mere 
mention of a peaceful minister's name. 
How soon our valour leaves us — ^we of the 
sword and the boots." 

Josephine saw the danger of her mis- 
take, and instantly assumed her former 
composure, swagger, and voice. Standing 
proudly erect, twirling her black moustache, 
and looking fiercely at Merlin, she ex- 
claimed : 

" It is the fortime of you scholars to be 
gifted in the art of speech, and to sting 
with the tongue : to lacerate the heart 
and feehngs with words that bum like 
vitriol At that game we soldiers axe puny 
children. But let me tell thee, sir scholar, 
that if that gown of yours were changed 
for a mmtary coat, and if in that taadyou 
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held a sword instead of that pen, (which, 
no doubt, has just been penning lies,) and 
that hoary old head were covered with a 
trooper's hat, and you yourself were stand- 
ing out in St. Martin's fields, I would soon 
batter all the self-conceit out of that self- 
bewildered brain of yours. Now give me 
this poison that my poor horse may die in 
peace, and then both yourself and Master 
Martel may go to Hades." 

At this moment the door opened, and a 
gentieman entered, clad in the religious 
attire of the period. He appeared about 
thirty years of age. His face was handsome, 
but bore an expression of melancholy. His 
large blue eyes beamed with kindness and 
benevolence. Seeing a stranger present, he 
paused, and looking towards Merlin, he 
said: 

" Did you send for me, Master Merlin ?" 
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The moment the young minister appeared 
in sight, Josephine seemed to be suddenly 
and mysteriously aflfected. Losing all con- 
trol of her feelings she uttered a faint 
scream and sank on a chair. 

Both Merlin and the minister looked at 
each other in surprise. It was strange to 
hear a scream issuing from the lips of a 
man* A smile on Merlin's pale face and 
the twinkhng of his eyes plainly showed 
he had discovered the sex of his visitor. 

" I did send for you, father, but I be- 
lieved then, (although I had my doubts 
from the first,) that my visitor was a hot- 
headed colonel; but now, finding that I 
have merely a lady to deal with, I can dis- 
pense with your kindly offered services/' 

The young man looked enquiringly to- 
wards tlie supposed colonel, and then with 
a sad smile, turned to withdraw. 
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" Stop — stop, Antoine !" cried Josephine, 
in her natural voice. "I must — I will 
speak to you, Antoine." 

" Wlio calls me Antoine ? and that 
voice, too I" exclaimed Martel, turning 
back quickly, and walking hastily towards 
the supposed colonel 

The disguised girl hastily threw the hat 
from her head, and, to the amazement of 
Martel and the amusement of Merlin, 
plucked from her smooth face the feJse 
beard and moustache, revealing her finely- 
formed head, her proud features, and her 
8km deeply diffused with a deep crimson 
blusL 

" Josephine !" cried Martel, in ecstacy, 
taking her hand, and raising it fondly to 
his lips. 

" And you T said Josephine, rising aaid 
gazing affectionately into the face of her 
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former lover. " Great Heaven, it is true I 
it is you, Antoine/' 

Merlin arose and walked towards the 
door, saying, ^* It appears to me that my 
hitherto quiet retreat is to be subjected to 
periodical midnight invasions by Quixotic 
ladies, who pretend to want then- nativi- 
ties cast, but whose real motive seems £ar 
different. I will leave you two alone, for 
the present, stipulating that before Colonel 
Wildmaston leaves I may speak with her/' 

He then left the room, and closed the 
door, 

Martel stood with one hand of Josephine 
clasped between his own, looking sadly 
into her face, while she herself gazed upon 
Mm, her face and neck still tinged with 
blushes. 

**0h, Josephine!" he exclaimed, "why 
this degrading dress ? Is it true, then. 
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that when I left the happy fields by the 
banks of the Loire where I first met you 
—is it true that the rumour which drove 
me from that spot, and from your presence, 
that you were false and light-hearted — ^was 
all this true T 

" Let me go, sir," said Josephine, with- 
drawing her hand, her dark eyes flashing 
with indignation. " Was it honourable in 
Antoine Martel to believe the false reports 
of malice, and to leave me without a word V 

" Forgive me, Josephine ; my heart was 
broken," 

"And did it lessen your miseiy to re- 
fleet that by your flying you might break 
mme? 

" Oh, Josephine ! you know I ever Joved 
you. But why these horrid garments ?" 

'^ I cannot answer that question, nor caii 
I explain why I choose to wear them." 
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" Then there was truth — " 

"Then what? I cannot explain more 
than this: I serve a noble family who came 
over from France with the king of thi» 
nation — King Charles. This night I was 
commanded to perform a duty for my lady 
which required the utmost secrecy, and the 
secrecy is more secure with this disguise." 

The yoimg minister'^ face brightened a» 
he heard this, and he exclaimed — 

" I have been a fool, and have done you 
great wrong, Josephine. You say you are 
with a noble family who came over here 
with the king. I am, in one way, in the 
service of the king myself. It is strange 
we have never met." 

" It would be more strange if we had, 
Antoine, seeing that I very seldom leave 
the house where my lady resides." 

"And I, dear Josephine, seldom leave 
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the precincts of WliitehalL Outwardly, I 
conform to the religion of the heretics — ^the 
Protestants, but at heart I am, as I always 
have been, a priest of the Holy Church of 
Rome. The Duke of York is a zealous 
servant of the pope, and the king himself 
sometimes attends mass in our secret 
chapel." 

"Then it is true that the king is a 
Catholic at heart T 

"Perhaps I have told you, Josephine, 
more than I ought to have done. But I 
can trust you. Be discreet. Remember 
such a statement heard and reported would 
cost you that fair head — ^that sweet face 
that I have always loved from the time we 
gathered flowers together, Josephine, and 
has always been before me. Has my face 
troubled your memory much all these ab- 
sent years T 
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Josephine looked down on the floor, while 
her fingers eagerly grasped the outstretched 
hand of the young monk. 

"Bless you, darling. Although I am 
wedded to the church and can never call 
you my wife, still I hope to see you some- 
times. Where is this house in which you 

dwell r 

"It is called Hamil House. It stands 
in Hamil Park, on the other side of St. 
Martin's fields." 

" When can I see you again T 

" To-morrow night, at nine, at Percy 
Knoll — some trees in the park." 

"Agreed; I will be there. And now, 
Josephine, one kiss. Nay, do not refiise. 
But I will see you safe to the house, and 
you can show me this Percy KnolL I will 
await you outside this place. Master Mot- 
lin's patience must be exhausted Fare- 
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well for the present — for a few mo- 
ments/' 

He then left the room, and shortly 
afterwards Merlin entered. Josephine had 
scarcely courage to meet his gaze. 

" By my soul, young lady, you act the 
gallant well — ^much better than your prede- 
cessor. Lady Claire." 

Josephine started. How did Merlin 
know his former visitor was Lady Claire ? 
It was true he discovered her disguise, but 
according to the account of the interview 
rendered by her mistress, he had not the 
least clue to her name and rank. K he in- 
deed knew to whom he had given the 
poison, and St. Hiliare died, would he not 
have the life of Lady Claire in his power ? 

"I do not know whom you mean by 
Lady Claire, sir. I beg to ask from you, 
sir, that deference and respect which one 
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of our sex can always claim from a gentle- 



man/' 



" ' One of our sex/ you say, madam. A 
lady in top boots, and who wears a rapier, 
and threatens to batter a man's brains out. 
But fear not. I will not taunt you with 
the amusing collapse of your swagger and 
bravery. But why come to me in this 
disguise if you only wish to poison your 
horse T 

" It is my horse I wish to poison to ter- 
minate its suffering." 

*^ Then why all this disguise ? Look at 
this rough sketch. You see I know aU." 

Merlin handed to the half-bewildered 
girl a sketch which had been drawn by 
Zermat after his adventure in Hamil 
House. It exhibited with great fidelity 
the furniture of the bed-room with St. 
Hiliare reclining in the easy chair, and 
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Lady Claire staading by his side. The 
portraits were crude and unfinished, but 
any one could readily distinguish the feces 
of Lady Claire and her sick husband. 
The dwarf was an adept at this kind of 
work. 

"And why come here for poison for 
horses," exclaimed Merlin, *^when you 
know very well Lady Claire gave my last 
$upposed deadly Kquid to St Hiliare him- 
self r 

Josephine was speechless with alarm. 
She looked at the man before her, and as 
^he gazed at his keen, penetrating eyes, 
twinkling with a curious expression, and 
his thin, nei-vous lips curling with relent- 
less irony, she was convinced that he was 
possessed of their secret. Not only Lady 
Claire, but she herself — ^the lives of both 
were in his power. Her mistress would 
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probably think it was through her cliunsi- 
ness and want of tact that he had made 
such discoveries— she who had so boasted 
of her superior power of dissembling. But 
the sketch? Whoever drew those linea 
must have seen the room. 

In the midst of all these wild thoughts 
chasing each other through her tortured 
brain, Merlin said — 

" Tell Lady Claire to call on me herself. 
She is wealthy. I am a transmutor of 
metaJs, but I require metaJs, expensive 
metals, to work with. Ask her to call on 
me, and remember I swear that if she calls 
within seven days, till then the secret I 
have discovered shall be safe." 

'* TiU then T 

*^ Of course till then. When she calls, 
it win depend upon her conduct to me 
whether I think it worth while to forget 
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all I know or to publish all I know con- 
cerning the secret plotting in Hamil House. 
I will either be her friend or her enemy." 

Poor Josephine ! Her agony of mind 
was indescribable. She had left her mis- 
tress elated with confidence, and boastful 
of her skill, now she had to return the 
bearer of the terrible news that their plot 
was discovered. 

Even the society of the young monk on 
her way home failed to dispel the cloud of 
gloom which hung over her unhappy heart. 
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CHAPTER VII 

" Yes, love indeed is light from heayen, 
A spark of that immortal fire 
With angels shared, by Alia given, 
To lift from earth our low desire." 

The Giaour. 

T ADY CLAIRE'S rage and annoyance 
was excessive. There was danger 
too to be apprehended. How could it be 
averted ? How did Merlin obtain the 
sketch ? They then thought of the noise 
in the bedroom on the night in question, 
but the room at the moment of disturbance 
had been thoroughly searched and no one 
found. Besides, even if the intruder had 
eluded the search of those then in the 
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room, how could he escape from the house 
with the doors guarded by faithful re- 
tainers ? 

" This is a most miserable event/' said 
Lady Claire, after they had been dis- 
cussing it some time ; "but it has hap- 
pened, and the most advisable course 
is to counteract it, if possible. I must 
call and see this wizard Merlin 
again/' 

"I can see no other course, my lady, 
than to make him a confidant." 

The next day passed in tranquillity. St. 
Hiliare, despite the hopes and wishes of his 
fond wife, recovered with amazing rapidity. 
Lady Claire's brow was clouded and thought- 
ful all day. Josephine was less desponding. 
Only when in the actual presence of her 
mistress, did she recall her thoughts from 
the strange meeting with Martel. When 

7—2 
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alone she allowed her mind to muse and 
dream on the subject, and on the many 
happy hours they had passed together on 
the banks of the Loire. Her dark eyes 
beamed with delight, her pretty mouth 
expanded into smiles, planting in each 
rosy cheek a ravishing dimple, as she re- 
called from the depths of her memory the 
scenes of their early love. 

It was past eight when Josephine stood 
before a large mirror in her own dressing- 
room, turning and twisting, throwing 
glances over each shoulder into the mirror 
behind her, and carefully noting the effect 
of the rich shawl which fell in graceful 
folds around her. Then the shawl was 
thrown pettishly aside, and a mantle sub- 
stituted, only to meet with the like fate. 

Another shawl then usurped its place. It 
wanted nearly an hour to the appointed 
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time, yet she wrs irritable and nervous lest 
she should not be at the spot at the exact 
moment. With her head there was as 
much trouble as with the shawls : bonnets 

■ ^ 

and caps being carefully placed over her 
rich black hair, and delicately adjusted 
.before the glass, only to be hastily thrown 
aside for others. 

The time for meeting Martel was at 
hand. Josephine managed to leave the 
house unobserved. Crossing the extensive 
pleasure garden, she entered the park and 
soon reached the cluster of venerable oaks. 
The trunks of the trees were some distance 
apart, but the knarled and knotted branches 
interlacing with each other formed a 
natural arboreous roof to the green sward 
beneath. 

The night was starlight, but amidst 
the stems of the. trees, and beneath the 
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overhanging branches it was dark and 
gloomy. 

On reaching the skirt of this cluster of 
oaks, Josephine stood still some momenta 
in order to accustom her eyes to the dark- 
ness of the place; she then carefully 
entered beneath the stately oaks and pro-- 
ceeded towards the spot she had mentioned 
to MarteL 

Meanwhile the young monk, leaving 
Whitehall by stealth, had repaired to the 
park, but, being unacquainted with the 
locality, had found some difficulty in dis- 
covering the precise spot which Josephine 
had indicated. After stumbling over 
several hillocks, falling into one or two 
rabbit burrows, and getting much too well- 
acquainted with a quagmire, he reached the 
oaks, and in accordance with Josephine's 
description found a dense thicket of under- 
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wood, where there was a wooden seat with 
a slight wood covering above, fixed snugly 
in the midst of the overhangitig shrubs. 

He had been there some twenty minutes, 
when he saw a white object stealthily enter 
beneath the shade of the trees. His heart 
beat quick with joy, but his feelings were 
revulsed when he beheld a dark stately 
figure with majestic stride move towards 
Josephine. Rage, and envy, and jealousy, 
filled his soul, and these emotions were in- 
creased to frenzy when he saw Josephine 
hasten with extended hands to meet his 
rival. The male figure clasped her in his 
arms, and Martel with eyes on fire with 
burning rage and hate, saw his head bowed 
down to kiss the upturned face. At that 
moment Josephine uttered a sharp scream, 
and appeared endeavouring to release her- 
self. 
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It was the work of a moment for Martel 
to spring behind his rival and deal him. a 
sharp blow on the back with a cudgel he 
had brought with him for his own protec- 
tion. 

The unfortunate girl screamed louder and 
louder still at the sudden appearance and 
action of her lover, for she had already dis- 
covered who had clasped her in his arms 
with such aflfection. 

The young monk, heedless of the cries of 
Josephine, roughly took hold of the man 
before him, who in his turn as quickly 
grappled with his assailant, at the same 
time exclaiming : 

" Caitiff ! villain 1 ruffian I who dares 
strike the king of England ?" 

Martel's arms fell paralysed by his side, 
for he recognised before him the tall grace- 
full figure and handsome face of the king. 
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Another figure was buried in the shade 
of the trees, and witnessed the strange 
scene, and heard the angry voices. 

It was Lady Claire St HiKare. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

*' fictorian. Yes, Love is ever busy with his shuttle. 
Is ever weaving into life's dull warp 
Bright, gorgeous flowers and scenes Arcadian ; 
Hanging our gloomy prison-bouse about 
With tapestries, that make its walls dilate 
In never-ending vistas of delight." 

The Spabish Student. 

fT^HE unfortuBate miaadveiiture at Percy 
Knoll was productive of annoyance 
to all Uie parties concerned. Charles was 
vexed to find that in one of his freaks of 
gallantry he had been trapped by the 
young priest who was a resident of the 
royal household. Lady Claire, like the 
miserable ytHi]ig monk, had suffered mo- 
menta of agony on witnessing her lover 
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meet, welcome, and embrace, what at the 
moment appeared to be a rival. The 
young priest was terrified at having actu- 
ally struck his august majesty, and Jose- 
phine was seized with alarm by reason 
that she considered herself, by appointing 
to meet Martel at that place, to be the 
author of all the mischief. 

The King, smarting under the stroke of 
the cudgel, delivered a powerful blow upon 
the chest of the monk which sent him 
sprawling on the grass, and no doubt would 
have followed up the castigation, had not 
Josephine dropped on her knees and im- 
plored his clemency, vowing it was all her 
fault, that it was all a mistake, and that 
although the monk had been guilty of the 
frightful crime of striking his divine 
majesty, yet the blow had been delivered 
unwittingly. 
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Charles, when he found his heart be- 
sieged by woman's smiles or tears, never 
held out long, and on this occasion his be- 
haviour was no exception to his general 
conduct. He tenderly raised Josephine, 
gallantly kissed her hand, and hoped that 
she would soon find a lover worthy of her 
beauty, and advised her not to waste time 
in listening to miserable, half-shaven monks, 
who were bound by their holy office to 
look upon a woman's face merely as a 
beautiful picture — to be regarded with re- 
spect and admiration, but not with the 
emotions of human love. 

"As for my future regard for Martel 
himself,'' said his majesty, "that will be 
the same as heretofore. I wish him to for- 
get this night, and I will do the same, 
notwithstanding the tingling of my shoul- 
ders reminds me that I have suffered a 



id 



A CAST FOR A CROWN, 109 

greater indignity than I ever experienced 
before." 

" Most gracious King," began Antoine, 
on his knees, his voice trembling with fear, 
" I do not deserve the — '' 

" Pshaw 1" said his majesty, pettishly 
turning away, " I want no fawnmg thanks. 
Let the thing sink into the deepest 
oblivion that can be conceived. Get home, 
and go to the chapel. Pay a Uttle more 
attention to your calling and duties." 

The young monk made a low bow, and 
walked away, not having the courage to 
bestow a farewell glance upon his new- 
found love. 

"And you, my good girl," said hia 
majesty, addressing Josephine, " I will bid 
you adieu. It is strange, too, that I mis- 
took you for your mistress, but this plaguy 
place is so dark it would puzzle a mother 
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to know her own child. How is your mis- 
tress, and why is she not here ?" 

" She comes, sire, behind you." 

Charles quickly turned and saw a white 
£gure approaching. 

" Ah, Claire, dear Claire 1" he said, as he 
extended his arms. 

" Charles !" said Lady Claire, in a soft, 
sweet tone of fond endearment. 

Josephine turned, and as she left the 
<5luster of trees she looked back and saw 
them strolling slowly along, with arms 
around each others waist, beneath the 
shade of the mighty oaks which swayed 
majestically as the wind blew hoarsely 
through them. 



CHAPTER IX. 

^' Alexander. As friends we rule the world — 

As enemies we hasten to destruction." 

The Persian Queen. 

TN accordance with her resolution made 
the previous day, Lady Claire deter- 
mined to visit Merlin in the evening. She 
still resolved to go in disguise, not for the 
purpose of misleading him, for it was too 
evident he knew already so much of her 
designs that any further attempt to deceive 
him would be futile. Disguise, however, 
would be of advantage in her journey to 
and fro in the event of being seen by any 



112 A CAST FOR A CROWN, 

one who was acquainted with her or her 
husband the count. 

At dusk Lady Claire, dressed in the hat, 
cloak, and boots of a cavalier, proceeded to 
Merlin's abode, and was admitted to his 
laboratory. 

While walking to Merlin's house she 
reviewed all Josephine had said, and, after 
reflection, considered that there was nothing 
to induce her to believe that Merlin was 
certain, or, indeed, had any reasonable 
grounds for believing, that she had any 
design upon the life of St. Hiliare. She 
believed herself he was ignorant of the 
truth, but had cleverly surmised all. 
After much reflection Lady Claire resolved 
to act as though Merlin was ignorant of 
everything, and if he had the temerity to 
hint at such a plot, she resolved to meet it 
with an indignant denial. 



A CAST FOR A CROWN. 113 

When she entered the laboratory Merlin 
looked shrewdly at his visitor. He was 
seated in his rough wooden chair, sur- 
rounded by the same curious implements 
and ingredients used in his mysterious 
science. 

"I presume/' he exclaimed, in a tone 
slightly tinged with irony, " I have not the 
pleasure of addressing Colonel Wildmaston, 
nor Mr. GeoflFrey Wilmington, nor Mrs. 
Wilmington, but Lady Claire St. Hiliare. 
WiU you be seated, madam T 

Her ladyship bowed, took a seat, and 
threw off the hat, cloak, moustaches, and 
beard. 

" Upon my word." said Merlin, « one 
would scarcely think that those tawdry 
things hid so much beauty and inno- 



cence." 



Lady Claire's face flushed, but she said 
VOL. I. 8 
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nothing. Merlin's faxje bore such a curious 
expression of sarcasm and cunning, that 
she was afraid he knew more than she had 
hoped. Should she assume that Merlin 
knew her errand, or wait for him to open 
the conversation ? 

MerHn sat secretly enjoying the dilemma 
of his fair visitor. He veiy well knew 
her thoughts, and quietly watched the 
play of her features with a cool malicious 
eye. 

After some few moments he exclaimed — 

" For what reason have I this honour 
conferred upon me -a visit from Lady 
Oaire St Hiliare ?" 

" I imderstand you Have a sketcL I 
should like to see it if you will favour me 
with an inspection." 

Merlin took a paper from a drawer and 
handed it to her, saying- 
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" There it is, madam ; it is at your ser- 



vice. 



She looked at the rough pencil lines — 
so rough and so uncouth — yet with what 
magic faithfulness did they portray, not 
only her own face, but that of her husband. 
The lines and dashes seemed scarcely better 
than random scribbles, yet how wonder- 
fully those few strokes, and dots, and 
curves formed her own face and that of 
the count. Merlin watched her narrowly. 
As she gazed at the rude drawing her face 
lost a Kttle of its colour, her eyebrows 
became contracted, and her hand trembled 
— but only momentarily did these signs of 
discomposure appear. Quickly her face 
again resumed its normal expression, evinc- 
ing how great was the power of her will 
over her emotions and nerves. 

" This seems nothing to me. I cannot 

8—2 
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f^ 



■understand it at all/' she exclaimed, 
placing the paper on the table before 
her. 

" Indeed 1" said Merlin in a tone which 
made the southern blood fly to her neck 
and face. 

There waa a long pause. 

"This is absurd," she said, suddenly 
rising from the chair and pacing the 
room. 

"Your visit seems purposeless," said 
Merlin with aggravating coolness. "May 
I ask again for what reason this honoiu: is 
conferred upon me — a visit from Lady 
Claire St. Hniare r 

"I have two or three thousand golden 
ducats kicking about my boudoir." 

" And with a htmdredth part of those I 
could set my crucibles to work again, and 
create gold faster than the clouds form 
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rain. And I could form poisons — subtle, 
quick in action, and not traceable/' 

" Come/' said her ladyship, resuming her 
seat, "I see we shall understand each 
other now. Give me some slow, but sure 
untraceable poison, and I will give you fifty 
ducats." 

«Fi% ducats is a smaU sum to in- 
duce a man to run the risk of losing 
his head, by being an a^essoxy in a 
murder." 

"What?" 

•'My words are intelligible, I believe, 
madam." 

" Your words are impertinent " 

" The truth is not impertinent. I know 
your thoughts — you know mine. You 
know that I am cognizant of your plot. 
You flatter yourself that I am ignorant of 
your designs. In plain words, you desire 
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the death or removal of St. Hiliare, your 
husband." 

"It's false, villain — ^^ scoundrel," cried 
Lady Claire, rising with rage. 

Merlin sat perfectly motionless, his small 
glittering eyes watching his visitor. 

" If I were a poet, madam, I should write 
a sonnet to rage, and I should do so with 
skill, assisted by the workings of your 
sweet face this moment. But come, my 
lady, I will say no more. Give me eighty 
ducats and you shall have what you say — 
some slow, subtle, untraceable poison. I 
wiU save your fair head from the block and 
yet put you in the position you wish to 
occupy — that is, a widow. Surely it can be 
no crime to please and preseiv^e the noble 
head of the future queen of England, for if 
there is any truth in astrology, yours is the 
face that will one day sit on the throne of 
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this realm, beside the merry monarch, your 
lover Charles ?" 

" Have you cast my nativity ,> then ?" 
a^ked her ladyship anxiously, for in no 
place in the world was a firmer belief 
placed in astrology than on the banks of 
the Guadalquiver, her childhood's home. 

"As far as I have been able, madam, 
without precise dates and time of birth." 

" I should like to know my fate. Tell 
me now what is before me in life, and I 
will give you any sum you ask. Give me 
your hand first, and swear you will be 
true to me in everything, and do all I 
wish." 

Merlin gave his hand and exclaimed — 

"I will swear, madam, that I will 
always act so as to secure your ladyship's 
welfare and safety." 

Merlin artfally varied the oath. 
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"Now tell ine what is before me — 
what is the path I am to tread in this 
life/' 

" It takes some time and preparation. 
Have you time to stay ?" 

" Till daybreak I am safe." 

" Then I shall have the greatest pleasure, 
my dear lady, in casting your nativity. 
Pray remember, Lady St. Hiliare, that 
whatever I do, I will so act that it shall be 
conducive to your safety, and productive of 
happiness. I shall want you to sit per- 
fectly still. I must take this light away." 

" Am I to sit in the dark ?" 

"Not exactly in the dark, madam. I 
shall cause some rays of light to fall on 
your face." 

" This seems strange," she said, as Mer- 
lin proceeded towards the door, with the 
little oil lamp in his hand. " Why is this ?" 
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" I cannot explain to you, madam, the 
mysteiy of the operation. You cannot ex- 
pect that. Believe and trust me. Sit 
looking at this spot in the wall — at thi» 
small hole. Keep your head perfectly mo- 
tionless, and your features perfectly rigid, 
but let the expression of your face be 
natural. Give me the hour of your 
birth." 

She wrote the hour and date on a small 
piece of paper, and handed it to him. 

Merlin left by the door, and Lady St. 
Hiliare found herself sitting in darkness. 
She was not nervous, but the old supersti- 
tion of her Spanish nature and breeding 
began to arise, and a strange feeling of awe 
crept over her. Presently a beam of light 
fell upon her from above. The light was 
of a white cast — ^more like moonlight than 
that produced by any artificial means* 
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She sat looking as directed at the spot in 
the wall. 

Merlin, in the adjoining chamber, had 
called Zermat to his aid. 

By means of an ingenious arrangement 
of mirrors and lenses, a reflection of Lady 
Claire's face was thrown on a white pre- 
pared screen in an adjoining room — ^a screen 
prepared to receive oil-paint. On this 
white surface the features of the lady ap- 
peared reflected with extraordinary pre- 
cision and truthfuhiess. There was the 
rich dark hair, the bright eyes, and the 
dark clearly-marked eyebrows, the aquiline 
nose, the beautifully chiselled mouth, with 
the peculiar curl about the comers of the 
roguish lips, the well-formed chin, and the 
fascinating smile — all faithfully repre- 
sented. 

"Now, Zermat," said Merlin, "quick! 
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Fix on the boaxd that face. Fix it 
lastingly in paint. Do your work well, and 
there are five ducats for you.'* 

Zermat, who, according to his master's 
instructions, had held himself prepared for 
this ta^k, nimbly threw his pencU over the 
lines of the face, changing his brushes for 
the different colours with surprising ra- 
pidity. 

Merlin stood by, watching the dwarf 
tracing each feature upon the surface. 
When Zermat's brush had apparently been 
over every part of the face. Merlin said-^ 

" Now stay for a moment. Let us see 
whether the likeness is good." 

He then pulled a string, which caused a 
thick curtain to descend, cutting off all re- 
flection from the mirrors. All was then 
darkness for a moment until he removed 
the shade from a small lamp, and a faint 
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glimmer Of light shone in tie room. The 
light fell upon the dwarf^s work There 
waa the face of the Lady Claire as true 
and distinct as life. 

"Good— good/' said Merlin. "There's 
a Kttle spot there you have not touched, 
Zermat." 

" I can finish that without the aid of the 
reflection, sir/' said the dwarf, proudly 
viewing his work " I think, sir, you must 
admit, that, although deformed by nature, 
I am still far from being a fool." 

" Bight, Zermat. Sit here whUe I go to 
the laboratory and release the lady from 
her irksome sitting." 

" I am glad you have arrived," said Lady 
Claire, as Merlin entered; "you do not 
know the horrible thoughts I have had 
while sitting in this strange place, and 
staring at that spot in the wall/' 
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" I detained you as short a time as pos- 
sible, my lady," said Merlin, placing his 
lamp on the table before him, and taking 
his accustomed seat 

"But what is my future ?*' asked the lady. 

" Brilliant. Filled with joy and happi- 
ness. If my calculations are right you 
will be queen of some country, but not of 
the country of your nativity." 

Lady Claire smiled with delight, and 
taking a purse from her bosom, she threw 
it on the table, towards Merlin, murmur- 
ing, half aloud, more in the manner of a 
aoliloquy than as addressing Merlin- 

" Then it is true. What I wish will 
happen, I must be queen of — ^" here she 
paused, looking enquiringly towards Mer- 
lin. 

" Queen of a land foreign to the one in 
which you were bom." 
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"I am a Spaniard. I was born at 
SeviUe." 

" Our king is already married/' said Mer- 
lin, plunging purposely into the thoughts 
which he knew then occupied the mind of 
his visitor. 

"You have sworn you would help me 
in all things. Where is the liquid that is 
slow, sure, and not traceable." 

"I have sworn to do all things that 
can conduce to your safety and happi- 
ness, my lady. I will give you the 
hquid." 

Merlin arose, and from a large bottle 
poured some slightly coloured fluid into a 
small phial; this he handed to his visi- 
tor. 

"Thank you," she said, "and here is 
another purse of gold, good man. Remem- 
ber, that as a fiiend I can be to you all- 
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powerful. Ako remember, Master Merlin, 
that as an enemy — ^^ 

"You can be equally powerful. I un- 
derstand your ladyship. Remember what 
I have promised, and may the fates 
decree those events to take place which 
shall be most in accordance with your 
wishes.^' 

"I think we understand each other. 
Master Merlin," said the lady, smiling. 

"Perfectly, madam. Now you have 
made a confidant of me you will find your 
trust saxsredly respected. Adieu, my lady, 
and if my best wishes can affect your 
career it wiU be bright and joyous in- 
deed.'' 

Lady Claire resumed her hat, cloak, 
beard, and moustache, and then left. The 
dwarf, whom she did not recognise, accom- 
panied her to the gate. 



128 A CAST FOR A CROWN. 

When Merlin found himself alone, a 
amile spread over his pale features. He 
•chafed the palms of his hands together 
with uncontrolled joy, as he counted 
the golden coins which glittered on the 
table. 

" One hundred and tsn broad pieces — 
one hundred and ten pieces of good ster- 
ling gold, and what for? — for stealing a 
copy of her pretty, though wicked face, 
^nd giving her a few more globules of 
pure, harmless water. Poison I No, I 
will never assist in destroying life; but 
there is no harm in cheating these over- 
burdened great ones of a little of their 
^old. How skilfully I detected her 
wishes. Queen 1 Yes, queen of England 
ahe thinks. And that portrait will be of 
good service to me if the king calls, as 
Martel assured me he would. I shall be 
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considered the wisest man in the world, 
while at the same time I wring from them 
gold in showers to prosecute my darling 
scheme." 



VOL. I. 



CHAPTEK X. 

" 'Twas AU-Soul's eve, and Surrey's heart beat high ; 
He heard the midnight bell with anxious start. 
Which told the mystic hour, approaching nigh. 

When wise Cornelius promised by his art, 
To shew to him the ladye of his heart. 

Dark was the vaulted room of gramarye, 
To which the wizard led the gallant knight, 

Save that before a mirror, huge and high, 
A hallow'd taper shed a glimmering light 

On mystic implements of magic might. 

But soon, within that mirror huge and high. 
Was seen a self-emitted light to gleam ; 

And forms upon its breast the Earl 'gan spy. 
Cloudy and indistinct as feverish dream." 

The Lay of the Last Minstrel. 

rilHE next day was employed by Mer- 
■^ lin in maturing the trick with which 
he intended to deceive his royal guest. 
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That evening, as Merlin was busy in his 
laboratory, the dwarf opened the door, and 
announced the Chevalier Saint Baldwin ; 
.and immediately afterwards a tall stately 
gentleman entered, dressed in the richest 
garments. 

Merlin knew by the proud features, the 
commanding look, the haughty step and 
bearing of his visitor, that he stood in the 
presence of the king. He dropped imme- 
diately on one knee, exclaiming — 

" Long life to your gracious majesty. 
May God preserve you from all evil. Ac- 
cept, oh, sire, the homage of a fitithful 
subject." 

" Tut, tut, man ; arise. I did not leave 
the false and servile gallants at Whitehall 
to come here to receive such homage and 
reverence. By my faith, it is sickening, 
this dropping on knees and kissing of 

9—2 
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hands. It makes one think that every 
man is ashamed of his face, that he bows 
his head to hide it so quickly. I long 
sometimes for the simple life at the 
Hague, where I had less of these stately 
ceremonies. Sit down, man, sit down." 

" Not in the presence of your majesty." 

" Sit down, I say, and be at ease. The 
mind of genius is equal to the mere acci- 
dent of birth. And so, good friend, you 
are this Merlin of whom I have heard so 
much ?" 

" My name is Merlin, sire." 

" I mean you are the alchemist who has 
achieved such great renown. You assisted 
my good friend. Master Newton, in the 
observation made of the late eclipse ?" 

Merlin bowed. 

" This room contains odd things," said 
Charles, looking round ; " here are reptiles 
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by the score, and odd enough substances. 
I myself spend much time, as you may 
doubtless have heard, in my own laboratory ; 
but my pursuits can be only as a child's 
pastime compared to you who have devoted 
a lifetime to the glorious science. Proud 
shall I be if on^ of my subjects discovers 
any one of those great secrets which men 
have toiled after for ages past. What think 
you, Master Merlin, of life ?" 

" The soul of man, sire, existed through 
aU ages." 

" What, before we were bom T 

" From the first commencement of things 
—from the great beginning." 

" This is a strange theory. Master Mer- 
lin." , 

" In those distant planete, sire, which axe 
fio remote from the sun that they scarcely 
feel his heat and light : where the day is 
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scarcely more light than our earth on a 
starlight night, when the moon is absent — 
in those distant masses where this darkness 
prevails, where there is no vegetation 
because of the intense cold — there is where 
the soul first existed ; inhabiting a body, a 
shapeless spongy mass just endowed with a 
feeble vitality, a vitality scarcely higher 
than that of the zoophites of this planet* 
When it dies — but there is no death, it is 
only change — when it leaves this primary 
body it is wafted to the next planet nearer 
the sun, where there is more light and heat, 
more vitality. So it goes on through many 
gradations, changing from one of those re- 
volving worlds to another, until it reaches 
this earth. Here we exist in the highest 
state of organization we know of Who 
knows that at this next change, which we 
call death, but that the soul goes to the 
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planet Venus, where this same soul will 
inhabit bodies more volatile than we, more 
spiritual, less clogged by the earthy part 
of our structure ; at the next change to the 
planet Mercury, where it will inhabit forms 
still more volatile and vapourish; and 
finally to the sun, the grand, bright, happy 
hunting grounds of the poor American 
heathens and the happy heaven of all 
Christians— the Christian's paradise 1" 

« This is merely theory ; and a curious 
one too. Master Merlin/' 

" It is not impossible/' 

" True," said Charles, who began to tire 
of the subject, " but your theory is so 
strange and novel that one cannot imme- 
diately digest it, I never heard this from 
Master Lilley/' 

Merlin's lip curled in a contemptuous 
manner, as he said : 
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" Can your majesty expect from an mi- 
tanght child the wisdom and knowledge of 
a man ?" 

" You think Lilley a chUd then V 

" He is in mind^ sire/' 

" He makes a great noise. All the town 
flock to him." 

"A goose cackles, my liege, but does 
little work. The admiration of a crowd is 
no proof of merit. A crowd will gape and 
stare at a strange fly." 

" But he prophesies much." 

** Nothing more easy, sire. It is easy to 
sketch out future events, but not so easy to 
make your prophecy fit in with the events 
when they happen. Master LiUey's pro- 
phecies relate to years hence, when he, and 
I, and your majesty, and all now living, 
will be dead. It will be immaterial to him 
then whether they are true or false." 
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" Tut, man, don't talk of death/' said 
Charles, hastily rising and pacing the room. 

" It is only change, my liege." 

" Death or change, or whatever name 
you give it, it is a terrible thing. It makes 
me shudder. Let me hear of something 
else. Let us turn to some less melancholy 
theme. If you could tell me whether in 
this world there is really a true and faithful 
heart, I would give you something for your 
skill. I have scarcely found one. Is it 
possible that all are flatterers and sycho- 
phants. Merlin ? I have had some experi- 
ence of men's hearts, and all seem false. 
As the flowers turn their bright hues 
towards the sun, so do all men attempt to 
show me their best parts; yet, when 
watched, how hollow and false they seem." 

" I can show your majesty a face that 
loves you to distraction." 
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" Loves me I who ?" 

" It is neither courtier, nor soldier, nor 
statesman. It is a lady, your majesty." 

** A lady 1" said Charles, laughing gaily. 
" Come, this is better than I expected. I 
felt seriously inclined, and I visit you to 
speak of philosophy, and you show me the 
face of a lady. That's good. Master 
Merlin. Who is this lady you have 
secreted on your premises ? Have I seen 
her r 

" What you will see, sire, will be thin 
air : you wOl descry the features, but they 
will float airily and intangible." 

" No calling up of witches. Merlin. No 
invoking of Satanic aid." 

" No aid I ask or wish for, my liege, but 
the aid of my own science — for which I have 
laboured hard and striven long to obtain." 

"Proceed then. Yet stay. I scarcely 
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know whether I wish to see this airy 
nothing — this phantom. Shall I be alone ?'* 

" Sire, I only ask of you to sit where 
you are. I shall leave the chamber and 
you will be alone. The figure will float 
before you.'* 

" In the dark V 

" Not strictly in darkness. In gloom." 

" Gloom ! I shudder already. Gloom 
sounds ghostly — yet I will try it- It wUl 
at the least pass away an hour." 

"Your majesty would wish to see the 
Vision { 

" Vision 1 There again you speak as if 
I were going to witness the raising of the 
ghost of Banquo." 

" It will be merely one sweet face float- 
ing in the air." 

** Sweet face I Then let me see it, 
Charles was never yet afraid of a sweet 
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face," he exclaimed, pulling out his 
rapier. 

" Your majesty will sit perfectly still V 

" I will. But mark me, I shall use this 
rapier to detect the cheat; therefore, let 
it not be a real living face you send 
me, or by heaven it may return well 
scarred." 

" Your majesty may cut and thrust at it, 
and cleave it through and through. It 
will neither alter its expression nor seem 
displeased at your ill-treatment." 

*^ Proceed, then, to show me this face 
that loves me more than all the world," 
said the king, folding his cloak around him 
and resting his long rapier upon his 
knee. 

Merlin left the room. 

After Merlin had left the king sat looking 
eagerly around him, almost in dread of 
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what might happen, yet curious to see 
what the alchemist would produce. 

The oil lamp Merlin had placed on a 
table behind the king. He had covered it 
with a thick glass shade, so that the light 
it emitted was feeble, indeed, so feeble 
that on the other side of the chamber, in 
the direction in which the king was sitting, 
everything was wrapped in gloom. 

Charles looked first right and left, then 
straight before him into the gloom, then 
above towards the ceiling, then beneath the 
table, grasping his rapier tightly, and 
watching for the first sign of any feoe or 
figure, moving or stationary. 

The moments seemed like minutes, and 
the minutes like hours. He became un- 
easy and impatient. At last he looked 
behind him. There was nothing to be 
seen there but the dull flame of the oil 
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lamp^ beneath the thick glass shade, strug- 
gling to assert its existence. 

When he again turned his head he 
started with surprise, for within six feet of 
his chair, and in a line level with his face, 
he saw a patch of light about two feet 
square, and in the centre of it was a clear 
and distinct portraiture of the picture 
painted by Zermat of Lady Claire. The 
eyes twinkled with a smHing expression, 
the cheeks were tinged with a delicate 
blush, the prettily-formed lips were of a deep 
coral red, and her rich dark hair was repre- 
sented with all the fidelity of a mirror. 

" 'Ods, death 1" cried the king, starting. 
** Claire 1 It is sweet, kind, affectionate 
Claire 1 And is it true that that face loves 
me more than all the world? and I love 
it too. But what is this — a vision, or a 
trick, or what ?" 
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Cautiously lie arose, and stretching out 
his arm touched the edge of the square 
patch of light with his rapier. There was 
nothing palpable to the touch. He pressed 
it further towards the face. Still the steel 
encountered no substance whatever. Far- 
ther and farther still he moved his rapier, 
until it had passed right through from 
right to left of the phantom. 

A chill crept over him as he walked up 
to the spot, and on grasping at it with 
his hand, found he only clutched thin 
air. 

He sat down again and looked at the 
vision. A feeUng of fear came over him, 
and he shouted — 

" Here, Merlin ! necromancer 1 wizard I 
devil! whatever you are, come in or I 
will " 

At this moment the vision vanished, and 
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Merlin, opening the door, entered the 
room, and, appearing not to notice the 
king's discomposure, took the lamp from 
beneath the glass shade and placed it on 
the table. 

Charles, who was now annoyed at having 
called for aid, and thereby shown his fear 
and weakness, pretended that he was de- 
lighted with the vision. 

" I have no idea what your majesty saw. 
I employed my poor arts, and your majesty 
saw with what result/' 

" Come, Merlin, confess this is some ca- 
jolery.'' 

"I cannot confess, sire, to what is 
false." 

"But have you really power to pene- 
trate men's thoughts, to call up visions, 
and to foretell the future ?" 

-I have Httle power unaided, sire." 
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" Unaided by what and by whom V 

"Have you heard of the Rosicrucians, 
sire r 

" Indeed, I have. Are you one ?" 

" That is a question I cannot answer. I 
am forbidden.'^ 
By whom ?" 
By the Grand Master." 

" Tell me how you brought that strange 
vision before me." 

"The uninitiated would not under- 
stand." 

" By heaven," said Charles, rising, "there 
are greater beings on this earth than kings 
and emperors. I must leave. By my 
£dth this will set me thinking anew. I 
am king of this land, and yet how power- 
less I am compared to some of my subjects. 
Master Merlin, accept thede gold pieces and 
remember that in Charles Stuart, your 
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king, you have a good, constant, and power- 
ful friend. You must come to my labora- 
tory and assist me in my play — I will not 
call it work, nor experiments, nor re- 
search; for what is my knowledge to 
yours ?" 

"Thanks to your majesty. I am your 
hmnble servant, and at your bidding ; but 
I seldom leave my house, and prefer stay- 
ing within ; but if your majesty " 

* No — no. I will come to you, friend 
Merlin ; surely you are the greater of 
the two." 

" Nay, my liege, I am a hiunble disciple 
of the truth; and, compared to your 
majesty, am like the feeble blade of grass 
beside the giant oak. If your majesty is 
going to return to Whitehall, can I send 
my servant with you to ^^ 

"Trouble not yourself, good Master 
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Merlin. Kendal is without with, four 
trusty pikemen. I will warrant few wiU 
care to interrupt us 'twixt here and White- 
hall. Farewell." 



10—2 



CHAPTER XL 

^^ Miranda. You have often 

Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopped, 
And left me to a fruitless inquisition j 
Concluding, Stay, not yet. 

" Trosp&ro. The hour's now come ; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear \ 
Obey, and be attentive. " 

Tempest. 

A FEW days had passed, during which 
time Merlin had been busy attempt- 
ing to create in a few hours that which 
nature herself had taken ages to produce : 
attempting to form out of the baser metals 
that which he thought would rule the 
world — ^gold. For four days he had been 
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busy with his furnace and his crucibles : 
weighing and mixing, fiising and melting. 

He now sat in his laboratory. The 
furnace was stiU glowing with a bright 
heat. Before him, on a low stone pedestal 
or block, lay an irregular-shaped mass of 
molten metal strangely speckled ; the lead 
and the baser metals looking wondrously 
dull in comparison with the bright specks 
of gold which peeped out here and there. 
Piece after piece of ihe bright Spaniah 
doubloons given him by Lady Claire had 
he dropped with breathless hope into the 
seething crucible, and there before him was 
the result : a distorted grotesque mass of 
metal The very shape it had assumed 
sew grinJy : deride H. effo^. fo. as 
ie eat mth » sad &» and dim eyee, eUently 
gazing at it, it required very little eflfort of 
imagination to trace in the irregular mass 
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the shape of a weird-like, grinniiig human 
face. 

" Failed again 1" he said. " Another 
failure. Failure after failure. Shall I ever 
pull aside the veil which hides this great se- 
cret, or am I destined to pursue a phantom, 
till death, pursuing me, overtakes me at last 
and ends my inglorious career ? But why am 
I cursed with these thoughts — ^withthis rest- 
less brain ? Happier the man who ploughs 
the land, who catches the fish of the sea, or 
tends and gathers the fruits of the earth, 
than I, yearning as I am after sometting 
I cannot reax^h-seeing the misery of 
humanity yet unable to alleviate its suflfer- 
ing — ^knowing that there are powers in 

nature that should yield to man those ^^ 

He started and looked aro\md,/for the door 
of the room was suddenly opened. 

It was Isabelle. 
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"Father," she exclaimed, approaching 
his chair and kissing his troubled brow. 
'^ Father, how late you are sitting up again. 
And what makes you look so unhappy ?" 

" Unhappy r said Merlin, putting his 
arm affectionately round her waist, and en- 
twining his fingers in her long glossy hair. 
" Nonsense, Isabelle. I surely do not look 
unhappy." 

" Nay, nay, father," she exclaimed, play- 
fully patting his cheek ; " you do. And 
you promised never to sit up so late again. 
Oh what a funny thing you have been 
making, father," she added, as for the first 
time, she observed the strange lump of 
metal on the stone block, " what a fimny 
thing ! What is it ? A clock weight ?" 

Merlin never realized the bitterness of 
his failure tUl now. Her words went like 
steel points into his soul. 
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"I thought," resumed Isabelle, "you 
said you were going to make gold, fiither." 

" I did try," said Merlin, sadly. 

*' Oh, I see, is that gold in it ? Those 
bright yellow spots ?" 

" It is," said Merlin, thoughtfully and 
sadly, " but it is of les& value now than it 
was in its original shape -as Spanish 
doubloons." 

Isabelle looked thoughtful. She gazed 
at the metal on the stone block ; then she 
cast a searching glance around the room, 
finally looking at Merlin's face with an ex- 
pression of deep sympathy and love. It was 
not often she visited that chamber. Merlin 
had set apart for her use three rooms at the 
top of the house, which were comfortably 
and neatly furnished. There she dwelt 
dreamily in a world of her own. Her only 
companion was Margaret, a woman of 
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about sixty years of age. Isabelle's sitting- 
room contained a good selection of books. 
In reading these, playing on the harp, and 
embroidery, she passed her time. When- 
ever she walked abroad, Margaret's podgy 
form laboured on beside her young charge. 
Margaret's mind was of the lowest order ; 
believing that to lie warm, to eat and 
drink moderately but well, to attend church 
once a week, and finally to be buried 
decently, was fulfilling the proper destiny 
of a human being. Isabelle had grown up 
under the charge of this old woman. In 
her infancy she had regarded Margaret as a 
household genius — ^iuferior only to Merlin 
himself. As she advanced in years, and 
her mind expanded, partly by Merlin's 
tuition, but chiefly by reason of her own 
extensive reading, she began to view with 
wonder and pity the narrow and mean 
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calibre of Margaret's mind, and finally to 
i^rd her as a Hving curiosity of mental 
imbecility, to be tolerated only by reason 
of her goodness of heart. 

Gradually too as every year brought to 
her mind increased powers of perception 
and judgment, she i^viewed Merlin's 
character and examined his objects and 
labours. She knew for what he laboured 
so incessantly — ^the making of gold. She 
scarcely knew whether it were possible or 
not, but the affectionate girl was pained to 
see her father relinquish every enjoyment 
of life to obtain that of which they already 
had sufficient. She had never ventured to 
speak to him on the subject, but she now 
resolved to do so. 

" Father,'' she said, kissing his forehead, 
** I am going to say something to you." 

" Speak on, my child. Your sweet voice 
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and faxje are the only things that remind 
me there is still goodness and beauty in the 
world." 

" Have we not sufficient money abeady 
to live upon ?" 

" We have, quite, Isabelle." 

" Then why do you waste your health 
and life by all this work, father? You 
want no more gold." 

"I must work as others have done, 
Isabelle, to benefit the world.'' 

" Would all this gold benefit the world ? 
If it were more plentiful would it not be 
less valuable ?" 

Merlin started and looked at the child. 

" I am now sixteen, father, and I can 
remember for ten years you have been 
trying to do this thing. Why should you 
work here, whUe the lanes, and the fields, 
and the sun, and the flowers, and the birds. 
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and the beautiful country, invite us away 
from this place T 

Merlin looked again into the eyes of his 
adopted daughter, who stood beside him, 
and exclaimed — 

" Isabelle, you are no longer a child. 
Your mmd has ripened— ripened while I 
have been dreaming along. I must now 
tell you a secret about yourself. It is 
necessary that you should know it. I am 
not your father, Isabelle." 

"Not my father!" she exclaimed in 
alarm, clutching hold of Merlin's arm, as 
though she feared the words spoken by him 
had parted them asunder. 

" No, Isabelle, my darling child. I am 
not your father, yet I love you more than 
any father could love his child." 

" I know it, father, I know you do. Oh 
do not tell me this! Never mind the 
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secret. Tell me no more, father. Let us 
live on as we have been living. You are 
my father, and always shall be my good 
kind father, and I will always love you as 
I have ever done." 

" But, Isabelle, my child, listen to me. 
You know that gold locket you have with 
the lady's face.'' 

" Yes, father, of course I do, and is not 
that my mother ?" 

** I believe it was your mother." 

" But did you not know that lady ?" 

" I never saw her alive." 

"Oh, father, feither, this is some ter- 
rible dream. It cannot — ^it must not be 
true." 

" It is true, my darling Isabelle. I love 
you as ever, but I feel it a duty to tell you 
this. The facts exist, Isabelle, and we 
cannot alter them. Neither can your pos- 
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session of the secret make any difference 
in what has happened in years gone by." 

" But it \k terrible to think you are not 
my father/' 

"We cannot alter the decrees of God, 
Isabelle, my child. Listen to me. Years 
ago — fifteen years ago — I was residing in 
Paris. I was practising medicine. I was 
called in to see a lady who lived in one of 
the old parts of the city. It was not a 
fashionable quarter, nor was the house of 
very grand exterior, but the interior was 
fitted up in the most magnificent style. I 
entered the bed-room. I was too late — 
the lady was dead. A sheet covered her 
face. Her spirit had passed away. When 
I entered the room I saw a little child 
sleeping in a cot, unconscious of the death 
of its mother* That child, Isabelle, was 

you." 
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" I, father T 

" Yes ; stay a moment. Margaret was 
sitting beside and weeping bitterly. She 
handed me a paper packet. I opened it 
and found it related to money, and amongst 
the papers was a letter which asked me in 
the name of God to rear and protect you, 
and appropriate the money to your use, 
and to deal with you as though you were 
my own. Il; then went on to say that as I 
had been her medical attendant I knew her 
history and also who was your father. 
I could not imderstand this, as I had 
never attended upon the lady before. I 
looked at the bottom of the letter, and 
found it was addressed to M. Lemaine. 
The messenger had summoned me by mis- 
take. I knew Lemaine by repute, and 
forthwith went to his house. He had left 
for the coimtry. He had left the previous 
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day. He never returned. His disappear- 
ance was a mystery. No one ever 
heard of him again. Your poor mother 
was buried. Margaret persisted in re- 
maining in the room^ in the hope of seeing 
your father, who usually came there every 
other day. He never came again. We 
made every effort to discover him, but in 
vain. At last I took you under my charge, 
Isabelle, and, with Margaret, we have lived 
together ever since. Isabelle, my darling, 
I have always loved you as my own.*' 

"Yes, father, you have, but I do not 
like you to speak of these things. It 
seems to break in upon our old, old quiet 
life so. Let us forget everything, and you 
will be my father still." 

*' Always, Isabelle. May God forget me 
if I forget you. But remember I am old 
and you are growing into womanhood. It 
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is only right that you should know all that 
relates to yourself. This poor lady died, 
and I took you. The money I received for 
you is all safe. No, Isabelle, my dear 
darling girl, in all my schemes I have 
never melted one piece of the money 
belonging to you.'* 

" You may take it all, father, so long as 
you give me your love. That is all I ask 
for. Let us be as we have always been. 
Do not speak again about this. Will you 
promise, my dear father, that for the 
future " 

She stopped, for at that moment a 
strange low rumbling noise was heard 
beneath the flag pavement of the chamber. 
In another second the floor heaved, and 
cracked, and burst upwards, and a volume 
of smoke and flame rushed forth. Merlin 
and Isabelle were thrown senseless on the 
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ground; and tables, and chairs, and 
benches ; crucibles, alembics, and retorts ; 
vessels, bottles, aad liquids ; all lay broken 
and overthrown upon the rent-up floor. 



CHAPTER XIL 

*^ Leon. His fame o'ershadows mine 

As the bright sun blots out the puny taper. 
While he exists I rest in dull oblivion — 
Removed — no greater light overpowers me ; 
No compeer then excels me in our occult science. 
K plots and lies, cunning and deceit 
Can haste his downfall, his fall is imminent." 

The Monk of Padua. 

Tl TERLIN, whose life had been passed 
in seclusion, had a bitter enemy. 
He knew that Flossman, who followed the 
same vocation and aimed almost at the 
same objects as himself, looked upon him 
with feelings far from friendly. Merlin's 
reputation and fame far outstretched that 

11—2 



164 A CAST FOR A CROWN, ' 

of his rival. Flossman saw with a jealous 
eye that Merlin was visited by all the great 
men of the day. The visit of the king to 
Merlin's hiHnble abode was the only event 
necessary to turn his rival's ill-feeling into 
deadly hate. Flossman had long contem- 
plated ridding himself and the world of his 
rival. He had discovered some old vaults 
beneath Merlin's house, and in these he 
placed a bag of gunpowder. The result we 
have seen. 

Fortunately the charge of powder was 
insufficient. The ceiling of the vault form- 
ing at the same time the floor of Merlin's 
room, was much stronger than Flossman 
had supposed. 

Some moments after the explosion, Mer- 
lin regained his consciousness. He foimd 
himself lying in the midst of a confused 
heap of ruins. The tables and benches 
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were overthrown, and his much cherished 
and precious specimens and utensils, in the 
collection of which he had bestowed so 
much time and labour, were scattered 
aroimd. Blood was issuing from a slight 
wound he had received in falling. But the 
sight which most distressed him was the 
form of Isabelle lying on the floor, im- 
movable, and to all appearance dead. 

Merlin, uttering a cry of terror, rushed 
towards her. He placed his hand on her 
heart, and to his joy and relief found there 
was stUl pulsation. He knelt tenderly 
down beside her, bathing her forehead and 
temples with water. In a little while she 
opened her eyes, and looked around. 
Seeing Merlin, she affectionately placed his 
hand on her lips, and kissed it. 

"Where am I, father? where have I 
been T 



166 A CAST FOR A CROWN. 

Then, half raising herself, she looked 
around, and gradually seemed to remember 
what had occurred. Then, observing the 
blood trickling down from Merlin's head, 
she exclaimed — 

" Oh, father, father, you are hurt. Your 
head is bleeding." 

" It is of no consequence, Isabelle, dear. 
It is only a skin wound." 

" Was it an earthquake V 

"It was very like one," said Merlin, 
looking round at the confusion. 

In a little while Isabelle recovered suffi- 
ciently to reach her own room. 

Merlin, being satisfied that she had re- 
ceived no harm, obtained the services of 
old Margaret in dressing the Vound on his 
head, after which he again retired to his 
laboratory, to search out the cause of the 
explosion. 
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When lie saw the two great stones up- 
heaved from their places in the floor, and 
the overturned table and benches, he could 
scarcely imagine it possible that they had 
escaped with so little injury. At first 
he had thought it was an earthquake, but 
when he discovered that the force of the 
explosion had been so local — that the other 
parts of the flooring and the walls of the 
chamber were perfectly undisturbed, he 
thought it must be due to some explosive 
material beneath the floor. 

Merlin had always imagined that beneath 

but the soUd eartL His surprise was 
great, when, taking a long wooden rod 
from a comer of the room, and thrusting it 
down the hole made in the floor, he found 
it descended several feet, and at last 
struck against a hard substance, which, 
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from the sharp and peculiar echo following 
each tap of the rod, he knew must be a 
stone pavement. 

He then summoned Zermat, and tying a 
large wax taper to the end of the rod, he 
lowered it down through the hole, into 
the vault, and proceeded to examine it 

Late that night, a small boat, in which 
sat two individuals, was noiselessly paxidled 
to and fro on the dark river, opposite 
though at some little distance from the 
casement of Merlin's laboratory. 

The surface of the river was abnost 
black with the intensity of the darkness, 
and although the light in the window was 
plainly discernible by the occupiers of the 
boat, yet the boat itself was invisible to 
any one looking from the window. 

" Not too close — not too close,'' said the 
figure sitting in the stem of the boat. 
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" He can't see us, Master Flossman." 

"I know. But the splasHng of the 
oars, or the groaning of the rowlocks may 
attract notice. The light is still there, as 
though nothing had occurred.*' 

" It must have gone off, sir.'' 

" I think so, too ; but how is it the 
light is there ? Can he be still alive ? 
Was the powder too weak to rend up the 
roof of the vault ? Did you place it right ?" 

"I did, sir. I put the bag in the 
middle of the floor, and opened the mouth 
as you told me, and put the taper in it. 
The bit of taper could not bum more than 
twenty minutes, and it is now an hour 
since I placed it there." 

" There ! there 1 See, the figure of a 
man has just passed between the light in 
the room and the window. That must be 
Merlin himself." 
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" Shall we go closer ?" said the rower, 
dippmg his sculls in the water, prepara- 
tory to impelling the boat in the direction 
indicated. 

" Can you manage to avoid that splash- 
ing ? If so, go right up to the wall of the 
house — close under the window. Hist! 
stop ! Don't row up straight to the win- 
dow. Take a sweep roimd, and creep 
under the walls of the other houses." 

Slowly and noiselessly the boat glided 
like a spectral thing over the black waters 
of the river. It reached the walls, and 
finally became stationary immediately be- 
neath the window of Merlin s laboratory. 

Flossman cautiously raised himself to 
his full height in the boat, but he found 
even then his head was much lower than 
the window of Merlin's chamber. He felt 
the wall, but the surface was purposely 
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made as smooth as glass to prevent that 
happening wHch Flossman now wished to 
ax5complish— chmb to the window from the 
boat he was in. 

At that moment they were both startled 
by the latch of the casement being opened, 
and hearing a voice, the tones of which 
Flossman well knew belonged to Merlin. 

"Piff!" said Merlin, looking out upon 
the river, ignorant of the boat beneath the 
window ; " let out this stench of powder.** 

Then the same voice addressed another 
person in the room, and a diiBferent voice 
made answer. A conversation between 
the two was carried on for some minutes. 
Flossman could only catch some of the 
words. 

Merlin appeared to be lamenting and ex- 
pressing his surprise at the accident, and at 
the existence of the vault beneath his room. 



172 A CAST FOR A CROWN, 

At last the voices ceased, and Flossman 
heard the door of the chamber closed with 
a loud bang, and at the same moment the 
light disappeared. He listened some mo- 
ments, but all was quiet, and the light did 
not return. 

He took from his pocket what appeared 
to be a white paper packet, and dexterously 
threw it in the open window. 

"Now row to Westminster Stairs,'* he 
said to his companion. 

" You have thrown in more powder V 

" No." 

" What then T 

" You will see. I must have an inter- 
view with Monk immediately we get there. 
Pull away now as fast as you can.'* 

The boat proceeded up the centre of the 
stream. During the journey Flossman was 
deeply reviewing his plot. It was now 
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late, long past the reasonable hours of 
business. He believed he might have 
some difficulty in obtaining an interview 
with Monk, the Commander-in-Chief of the 
royal army. 

When they arrived at Westminster 
Stairs Flossman directed his companion to 
make fast the boat to one of the mooring 
rings on the steps, and went straight away 
to an obscure inn by the river-side. 

The house was just about being closed, 
but Flossmau gained admittance. He and 
his companion walked into the parlour. 

" Do you think this disguise effectual V 
asked Flossman, addressing his companion. 

" I do think so. I think no one would 
recognize you." 

" You are certain of it T 

" I think I may say, sir, that I could 
stake my life on it." 
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" Well, then, I will go. You wait here 
till I return. Remember ! a silent tongue." 

"You need scarcely give me that cau- 
tion, sir." 

Flossman then left the inn, and walked 
in the direction of Monk's residence. 
Knocking at the door, he requested to see 
the minister. 

"I scarcely think he wiU see any one 
now; he has retired for the night," said 
the servant. 

" Give me paper and ink — I will write to 
him. It will do as well." 

Entering an apartment, and being sup- 
plied with writing materials, Flossman sat 
down and wrote as follows : — 

"My Lobj>, 

" I wish to inform you of the exist- 
ence of a conspiracy, and also of the resi- 
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dence of one of the conspirators. I do this 
on the first moment of discovery, believing 
you will be better able to trace the ramifi- 
cations of the plot than myself. Proceed 
at once to unearth the traitor. His name 
IB Merlin, living by the river-side. I await 
your commands, 

" Yours obediently, 

" A Friend." 

This letter speedily obtained for Floss- 
man an interview with the minister. 

" What reason have you to suppose that 
there is a conspiracy ?" asked Monk, after 
he had listened to Flossman's story. 

"I am certain that dociunents can be 
found upon his premises proving all I 
saw." 

*' How do you know those documents 
are there ?" 
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"I am not obliged to tefl my private 
business, I presume. I have seen and 
beard sufficient to convince me that such 
is the fact." 

" Then you presimie to defy the power 
of the king, and refiise to answer the 
questions of his deputy T 

"I have made this disclosure for the 
good of the State. I refuse to lay bare 
my private affairs to appease the curiosity 
of any one." 

* " And do you think, sir, that your paltry 
aflfe,irs would arouse the curiosity, or create 
any feeling whatever, save that of con- 
tempt, in the mind of one of the king's 
ministers T 

" I neither know nor care, my lord. I 
have done my duty. Act as you please." 

Flossman turned, as though about to 
depart. 
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" Stop, stop, sir. You will not go as you 
please. Eeraember you are in the house of 
one who wields the king's authority." 

'' And of one who wields that authority 
injudiciously.'' 

'^ By my faith you are a very knave, and 
I could order that malapert tongue of 
yours to be cut out at this instant. An- 
swer me now. Do you think we can allow 
every adventurer to call upon us at this 
hour of the night, with any tale they 
choose to concoct, and to give no further 
proof of the veracity of the same but their 
own word or belief? Answer me. Tell 
me when you and where you saw or 
heard such things that induced you to 
form the belief that this Merlin is a 
traitor." 

"I have said all I wish to say," said 
Flossman, doggedly. 

VOL. I. 12 
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" What does the conspiracy aim at ?" 

" At the life of the king, and the posses- 
sion of the crown." 

" And yet you refuse to be more ex- 
pHcit. Are you aware I have the power to 
detain — " 

" No one, not even the king himself, 
would have the inclination to detain Le 
Mariel, who served him so faithfully in 
exile, but who refused to follow him to 
England." 

" Le Mariel !" said Monk ; " excuse my 
previous demeanour towards you. I offer 
every apology. I have heard the king 
speak of Le Mariel and of his faith - 
fill services. Allow me to acquaint the 
king himself of your presence in Eng- 
land." 

"It is unnecessary," said Flossman, 
with a smile ; " the king knows I am in 
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England. I have seen him within, these 
few hours. I should have mentioned the 
matter to him, but I did not for two 
reasons. In the first place I did not wish 
to disturb his pleasure, and secondly, 
because he is a great bungler in all busi- 
ness." 

" You speak plain. Monsieur Le Mariel, 
but you are a privileged person." 

"I should not speak so plain if I 
knew I was not addressing a discreet 
minister of the crown and a tried and 
truthful friend of King Charles." 

Monk's face beamed with pleasure, and 
he bowed low to his visitor. 

Flossman smiled and resumed, "You 
may probably be surprised at my good 
English, but remember the years of 
exile your king passed away from the 
land of his birth, and that all that 
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while I was his apt and willing scholar in 
the language of this country." 

"Again I offer every apology for my 
former rudeness," said Monk. 

" Mention it not, but rather send at once 
and trap this traitor." 

" I wiU. I wiU send Captain Kendal at 
once, with a dozen pikemen, and search 
this house." 

" And I will accompany them untU we 
arrive within sight. I wiU point out 
the house. I must leave now, but will 
await the pikemen outside the gate of this 
dwelling." 

Monk bowed, and after cordially shaking 
hands, Flossman withdrew. 

" I have carried that off well," he said, 
as he walked towards the inn where he had 
left his companion ; " he ftilly believes me 
to be Le Mariel. I have managed this 
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well. I have destroyed Merlin without 
putting my head in danger, and without 
appearing in the matter at all." * 

Reaching the inn, he desired his late 
companion to row back to his home. He 
then himself returned to the vicinity of 
Monk's house, to await the appearance of 
Captain KendaL 



CHAPTER XIII. 

" Antoninus, Oh, I am lost for ever! lost, Macrininus I 
The anchor of the wretched, hope, forsakes me. 
And with one blast of fortune all my light 
Of happiness is put out." 

The Virgin Martyr. 

It TERLIN passed some time with Isa- 
^^ beUe converaing with her on various 
subjects. His mind was thoroughly jaded, 
and Ms spirit worn by the failure 'he had 
made, and his nerves were shaken by the 
attempt which had been made upon his 
Ufe. 

The apartment which was furnished for 
IsabeUe's special use, was Siled with 
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antique furniture, but more witli a view to 
luxurious comfort than to elegant dis- 
play. 

'^Sing to me, Isabelle,'' said Merlin, 

dropping listlessly into a crimson velvet 
chair, "let me hear your fingers running 
over the strings of the harp. I am weary 
and tired/' 

The young girl's face flushed with pride 
and joy, for it was seldom that Merlin s 
stem and thoughtful nature allowed him- 
self the luxury of wasting, as he termed it, 
many precious moments in the society even 
of his beloved foster child. 

Old Margaret made a steaming cup of 
spiced wine, and placed it before her 
master. 

He received it in silence, and sipped 
it mechanically. So absorbed was he 
generally in his studies that he seldom 
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gave orders for food, but ate or drank if 
hungry or thirsty whatever the affection of 
Isabelle or the care of Margaret placed 
before him. 

At this moment, too, his demeanour was 
altered. Usually silent and thoughtful — 
deeply thinking over one of the many 
scientific chimeras he was always pursuing, 
he took little heed of those around him. 
Now, however, he seemed solicitous to join 
in any conversation, however frivolous, and 
to receive the sweet sympathy of Isabelle. 
The cold, ascetic manner of the philosopher 
seemed thrown aside, and the simple 
nature of the man came to the surface. 
Isabelle was pleased and delighted with 
him, while Margaret furtively cast an occa- 
sional glance towards him, wondering 
whether that being who now sat talking 
as other human creatures would, was the 
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same silent and austere man she had 
hitherto known as her master. 

The time passed rapidly on, and two 
hours had elapsed before Merlin thought 
again of his laboratory — of his crucibles 
and retorts — of his abortive experiment 
and of the explosion. 

He then left Isabelle's apartment and 
retired to his laboratory. A melancholy 
shade passed over his thoughtful face as he 
viewed the confusion and observed the great 
hole rent in the floor, the displaced flag- 
stones, the overturned table, broken alem- 
bics, retorts, bottles, glasses, and the scat- 
tered herbs, metals, specimens, and mate- 
rials. 

He closed the window and set to work 
raising the overturned tables and replacing 
the fallen things. In doing this he was 
surprised to see a letter lying on the floor. 
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He picked it up and examined the super- 
scription. It consisted merely of two 
words, Sicut ante. It was sealed with 
stamped wax, the impression being a 
CTQwn with a skull and broad axe below 
it. 

" It must be the . king's/' said Merlin as 
he turned and turned about the letter. 

At this moment there was a ring at the 
outer gate. Merlin hastily put the letter 
in his pocket. The next moment Zermat 
appeared at the door with the intelligence 
that, some visitors wished to see him, and 
before Merlin could give instructions to let 
them be admitted, a tall stem-looking 
cavalier, with frowning brow and heavy 
• black moustache, entered the apartment 
followed by six pikemen. 

" What in the name of wonder—" began 
Merlin. 
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" We want one Merlin." 
" My name is Merlin, sir/' 



" Then we want you. His majesty — or 
rather I, as his majesty's humble servant — 
have heard and received good and reliable 
information that you, sir, are plotting 
against the king's life, and that you, a 
traitor, are in league with others tainted 
with the same hellish crime." 

" A traitor !" gasped Merlin. " I T 

" You. I have to search your house." 

" Why the king '' 

Merlin was about to say that the king 
himself had visited him in that same room 
only a few days ago, but he stopped, 
believing that Charles would probably be 
unwilling that it should be publicly kn6wn 
that he had visited Merlin. 

" The king — what, sir ?" asked the 
captain. 
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"The king has not very long since 
assured me of his friendship, and offered 
me his especial protection/' 

" That probably was when he believed 
in your loyalty. I must search this 
house/' 

" I must submit/' said Merlin sadly, his 
face pale as death, " but surely there must 
be some mistake." 

" Your name is Merlin you say, and this 
is the house pointed out to me." 

" Search then, and be quick," said 
Merlin, his fear being suddenly replaced 
by feelings of annoyamce and indignation, 
" and be kind enough to relieve me of your 
presence, and of the presence of these 
fellows, as soon a^ possible.'' 

He folded his arms and sat in his chair, 
watching with a vengeful eye the actions 
of the captain and his men. He saw their 
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rough relentless hands pulling and tossing 
about all the treasures of his laboratory. 
For ten minutes or more he sat in 
silence. 

" I assure you your task is useless, and, 
indeed, seems to me purposeless,^' he at 
length remarked. " There must be some 
mistake. I should like to know upon 
whose authority you disturb my peace." 
" Upon the authority of his majesty." 
" Am I to believe your statement V 
"My uniform should be a sufficient 
guarantee that I tell no lie." 

" Uniforms may be bought for a few 
paltry pounds," said Merlin with a sarcastic 
smile. 

" Old man, if you were more of my own 
age you should defend your impertinent 
insinuations with your sword. To grey 
hairs we must show that forbearance which 
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is due to fools and cripples. Take shelter 
then behind your hoary locks." 

" Be careful with those bottles, Mr. 
Corporal Empty-skull. If you were to 
break one of those the vapour would soon 
send your mongrel carcase to be dissected 
by the demons of Hades." 

Captain Kendal replaced the dreaded 
bottles with alacrity, and gazed at them 
with more fear than he would have 
evinced in the presence of a battalion of 
enemies. 

Merlin smiled with contempt when he 
saw what effect his trick had upon the 
burly trooper. 

" I think we have sufficiently examined 
this room. Have you any other rooms ? I 
must see all the place." 

Merhn led the intruders from his labora- 
tory into every chamber of the large and 
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rambliDg house, reserving for the last 
those rooms set apart for the use of 
Isabelle. 

''In this room," said Merlin, "are my 
daughter and housekeeper. Allow me 
to enter and explain your visit, other- 
wise your sudden appearance will alarm 
them." 

'' No, Master Merlin, I cannot allow 
that. You must not leave my sight one 
instant until I have seen every room, 
closet, corridor, and nook ajid comer of 
this house. Open the door." 

" But surely you have some respect for 
the presence and feelings of the other 



sex. 



<c 



Open the door, you meek-faced old 
sinner. Am I so ugly that my appearance 
wiU scare your daughter? You must 
think me a wolf or a bear." 
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He did not wait for Merlin to obey his 
directions, but pushed open the door him- 
self, and pressing Merlin gently before him, 
entered, followed by the six men. 

Margaret gave a loud scream, and 
hobbled to the farthest corner of the 
room. 

Isabelle, turning deadly pale, hastUy 
arose from her seat, and exclaimed — 

" Father ! father ! why are these men 
here ? What is aU this T 

"Rest quiet, my dear Isabelle," said 
Merlin, "it is merely a form they are 
going through — ^they are searching the 
house." 

Captain Kendal looked towards Isabelle, 
and made the most gracious genuflection 
he was master of, at the same time smiling 
in what he thought was a most fascinating 
manner. The expression of his features 



A CAST FOR A CROWK 193 

V ■ " ■ " ■■ ■■ ^^ ■■■ "■■■ ■ - ■ .1 — .^ ■ ■ ■■■^^,■ — »■ ■ ■ ■ ■— . 

was so impudent and lascivious tliat Isa- 
belle took no notice whatever of his obei- 
sance, but cast towards him a look of the. 
most ineffable disdain ; tossing her head 
and expressing by the fierce glitter of her 
eyes, the dark contraction of her haughty 
brow, and the curl of her Hp, much greater 
-contempt than any words, however sarcas- 
tic, could convey. 

" A pert minx/' mKittered th^ soldier to 
himself 

The troopers roughly searched every 
drawer, and closet, and desk in the room ; 
the captain always choosing those articles 
as the objects of his search which were ad- 
jacent to the spot where Isabelle stood. 
Merlin sat beside her watching the in- 
truders, at times half suspecting that the 
search was all a ru56, and that the sup- 
posed soldiers were merely retainers of 
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some bold and unscrupulous gallant, who 
was devising this scheme for obtaining 
possession of his darling Isabelle. 

" Our search is now complete, Master 
Merlin," said Captain Kendal, *^ so far as 
the premises are concerned ; but now I am 
sorry to inform you that it must be ex- 
tended to the persons found in this house. 
With respect to the young lady, I will be 
satisfied with her oath that she has not 
now concealed about her any papers what- 
ever." 

Merlin s eye brightened, and his cheek 
flushed, for he believed he had now dis- 
covered the cause of this strange visit. He 
remembered the paper he had picked up 
in his laboratory. The king had dropped 
it and wished to regain possession of it at 
any risk. 

"If you had delivered a proper mes- 
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sage," he said, "you should have at 
once had the paper the king has 
dropped/' 

" Let me see it, Master Merlin. It may- 
end my thankless task, and render further 
trouble unnecessary," said the captain, 
quickly accepting the offer, and artfully 
assuming to understand what Merlin re- 
ferred to. 

Merlin produced the packet, and handed 
it to the soldier. 

Isabelle listened and looked on all these 
proceedings with amazement. 

The captain took up the packet, and 
looked at the superscription. 

" This is sad,'' he said, with real concern, 
" this is sad in the extreme. I pity you 
much, but I pity your daughter more. 
The charge and information we have re- 
ceived is too true." 

13—2 
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" What charge ? what information ?" 
asked Merlin, in astonishment. 

" Listen. This paper packet bears the 
very words mentioned by our informant 
— ^the words Sicut ante." 

He then deliberately opened the packet 
given him by Merlin. 

"Remember/' said the latter, with 
alarm, " you opened the king's packet I 
did not. I gave it you sealed as I found 
it." 

The face of the soldier darkened as he 
gazed at its contents. 

" Miserable man I" he exclaimed, " to at- 
tempt to deceive me, and to deceive your- 
self too, by thinking you wiU be able to 
deceive me. Listen to this, I will read it. 

" ' Merlin, 

" * The' plot ripens. The poison we 
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liave tried, and its action is rapid and 
fatal The king has called once upon you 
as we said he would, being prompted 
thereto by reports of your skill and learn- 
ing conveyed to him by one of ourselves. 
He will call again. Give him wine with 
the deadly liquid mixed therein. If he 
dies in your house we have arrangements 
for the disposal of his body. If he leaves 
your house alive he must die before he 
reaches Whitehall, for the action of the 
poison is rapid. In either case detection is 
impossible. The days of the Protector 
shall return. 

*' * Yours fraternally in blood, 

" ' Casca. 

" ' CiNNA. 

" ' Flavius. 
"'quintus curtius.' 
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"Those are assumed names, of course, 
and the bearers thereof are well known to 
you. The seal, too," said the captain, 
turning the letter over, and looking at the 
wax, " is a crown with a death's head and 
an axe beneath." 

Merlin was stupefied. He had risen 
from the chair. He stood with eyes 
staring wildly; his hands were clasped, 
his face was ashy pale, and his blanched 
lips were parted asunder. He appeared to 
be gasping for breath. He stood the pic- 
ture of abject terror. 

At last he gave a moan, crying in tones 
of the most acute anguish, " My God 1 my 
God 1 what is this ?" and sank down on the 
floor in a swoon. 

" Father I father !" cried Isabelle ; then 
addressing those aroimd, she exclaimed, 
" He is dying— he is dying." 
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The captain himself was alarmed, and all 
hastened to assist in restoring the unfortu- 
nate alchemist. 

It was sometime before his consciousness 
returned. When he opened his eyes, and 
the truth of his situation gradually dawned 
upon his returning memory, he shuddered 
greatly, and closed his eyes again. 

" Why did you come ? what is it ? why 
have you tried to kill my father V asked 
Isabelle, the hot tears faUing fastly from 
her reproachful eyes as she looked up into 
the hard faces of the soldiers. 

" Oh, Isabelle !" said Merlin, faintly, as 
he, with assistance, arose and sat on the 
chair, "this must be a dream. It can- 
not — must not be true. But take me. 
I grieve not for myself. I know my 
innocence. I grieve for you, Isabelle, 
but you must bear my absence for 
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a few days. I must go with these 
men." 

" Where ?" asked Isabelle. 

" To the Tower," said the captain. 

" Merciful Heaven !" cried the girl, 
clasping her hands. 

It would be impossible to describe the 
anguish of parting between Merhn and 
Isabelle. 

" Let me speak to my servant before I 
leave," asked Merlin of the captain ; " you 
will grant me that favour." 

" Certainly," said the officer. 

Zermat, who had entered the room im- 
observed, approached his master, who whis- 
pered a few words in his ear. 

" Now I will go," said Merlin. " I am 
innocent, and God will see that I have 
justice. The king can never consent to a 
life, which he so lately promised to protect. 
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being destroyed by envy and such devilish, 
machinations." 

As he passed his laboratory his emotions 
became stronger, and he exclaimed in a 
moumfiil voice — 

" And is this the end of all my dreams 
— ^to be branded as a traitor, and carried 
to a dungeon !" 



CHAPTER XIV. 

" So boldly uttered, too ! as if all dread 
Of frowns from her, of virtuous frowns, were fled, 
And the wretch felt assured that, once plunged in, 
Her woman's soul would know no pause in sin.** 

The Veiled Prophet. 

r J1HE next day two packhorses stood at 
the gate of Merlin's house. 
Isabelle sat in her own apartment. She 
was attired in a travelling dress. Two 
large bundles of linen and apparel, neatly 
corded and strapped, were lying on the 
table. Margaret's feice was bedewed with 
tears, and Zermat stood with hat in 
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hand holding the handle of the open 
door. 

" But why did father wish me to go to 
this place with you ? He never mentioned 
such a thing to me," asked Isabelle, her 
troubled fax^e bearing the traces of her first 
sorrow — Merlin's arrest — and her eyes red 
and swollen with weeping. 

" He had scarcely time to speak to me. 
Miss," said the dwarf submissively. 

" I will not go then/' said Isabelle, 
rising and fiercely stamping her little feet 
on the floor. " What 1 leave this place 
where at least I know I am near him, 
and go into Kent, where I shall be miles 
away? Never 1 I will go to the Tower 
now, and demand to see him. Can they 
forbid a daughter seeing her father? I 
will go to the king and tell him 
all." 
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" That would be like a pretty moth fly- 
ing towards destruction/' said Zermat. 

The dwarf was very much her senior, 
and had known her from a child. This 
gave him a license of speech he otherwise 
would not have possessed, 

" Be calm, dear Isabelle," said old Mar- 
garet, drying her eyes and speaking be- 
tween deep sobs. "To expose yourself 
either to the rude soldiers of the Tower, 
or the vicious unprincipled gallants at 
court, which you would have to do before 
you could see the king, would be danger- 
ous." 

" Zermat could go with me." 

" I would rather myself obey my master's 
orders," said the dwarf. 

" And must I really go then ? Must I 
really leave without seeing him again?'* 
asked Isabelle, her eyes filled with 
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tears. " But why is Margaret to be left 
here T 

" To take charge of the house." 

"But father never named this arrange- 
ment to me/' reiterated Isabelle. 

" I have said/' replied Zermat, " that he 
had scarce time, as you know, to speak to 
me. Am I to understand. Miss IsabellOj^ 
that you doubt the truth of what I 
say ?" 

" No, Zermat, no ; but this sorrow is so 
terrible — so sudden — ^it is such a break into 
the quiet, regular, sunny life I have led 
that I am almost mad. But I will go. 
Adieu, Margaret, adieu, and may God 
grant that we may all soon reassemble 
under this roof." 

" Good-bye," said Margaret fervently, at 
the same time passionately kissing and 
ringing IsabeUe's little soft hands. 
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Zermat led the way down stairs, and 
assisted his young mistress to take her seat 
on a pillion, with one of the two bundles 
on either side of her. 

The dwarf rode the other horse with a 
small black box strapped on behind his 
saddle. 

" What does that box contain ?" asked 
Isabelle. 

" Only some of my apparel, Miss." 

" Oh 1 I beg your pardon," said Isabelle, 
blushing. 

Zermat had told a lie. The box con- 
tained gold. The dwarf acted upon the 
principle of rats leaving a sinking ship. 
He believed Merlin would never leave the 
Tower alive ; therefore, as his master was 
to him dead and powerless, he resolved to 
provide for himself The black box con- 
tained all the gold pieces he could find in 
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the house of his master. There were a 
great number, and Zermat imagined, as 
was really the case, he had sufficient to 
make him independent of work for life. 

The dwarf had reviewed late events 
and the way in which circumstances seemed 
to be tending. The result of his cogita- 
tions was a resolution to possess himself of 
Merlin's money and also of Isabelle. For 
this reason he leffc old Margaret in the house. 

Isabelle, little suspecting the baseness of 
the dwarf s designs, rode close beside him 
along the Strand, down the Meet, then 
through the Chepe, by the conduit, and 
down Fish Street Hill, to Old London 
Bridge. Here the sight of the ghastly heads 
of traitors over the gateway made her 
shudder, and led her thoughts to Merlin's 
seizure and imprisonment. Her reflections 
were rendered more vivid and painful 
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when, on crossing the bridge, she saw in 
the distance, between some of the houses 
which lined each side of the cumbrous 
structure, the towers, and pinnacles, and 
massive walls, of the Tower. 

They proceeded along the borough, pass* 
ing the old Tabard Inn, which recalled to 
ihe mind of the maiden the poem of 
Chaucer, thence down the Old Kent Boad, 
then running between hedges and fields — 
a bare open spot ; thence on to Deptford, 
and on to Greenwich. 

Here, near the river, they observed an 
immense spot covered with masons, brick- 
layers, and labourers, who were measuring 
and marking off, and setting stones in 
mortar — all busy and intent on their work 
like so many bees. 

" They are building something, are they 
not, Zermat ?" asked Isabelle. 
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" Yes, Miss. It is to be a hospital for 
old and disabled seamen. The idea is a 
grand one, Miss, and the building is to be 
magnificent; but men laugh and say the 
king has only money enough to pay for the 
plans and the laying of the foundation." 

" What a pity. Why don't the people 
pay for it themselves ? All might give a 
Uttle." 

" The people have little to spare. Miss. 
The civil war and that arch fiend, Cromwell, 
have taken all the gold pieces out of the 
land." 

" Cromwell was a good man, Zermat. 
He loved his God and his Bible." 

" It is the fashion now, Miss, to consider 
him a tyrant. To call him a good man is 
to risk one's neck." 

"If it is the fashion to tell a falsehood I 
shall not do so. As for risking my neck, 
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no one would trouble themselves about a 
simple girl like me." 

The dwarf looked at the sweet face and 
graceful figure of his companion and 
thought very differently. 

" How fiir have we yet to go ?" asked 
Isabelle. 

"Some distance, Miss. Will you ride 
on first ? You will get a better view." 

Isabelle urged her horse forward and 
took the lead. Zermat's dark soul now 
enjoyed those raptures of delight which ^ 
successful villain experiences when he finds 
the scheme on which he has risked all, 
nearly accomplished. Before him rode the 
fair and Mendless object of his passion, 
her graceful form swaying to and fro, ac- 
commodating itself to the motions of the 
horse, her rich golden hair flowing in wild 
profusion down her fidr shoulders. The 
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dwarf felt she was his; as truly and certain 
as if her sweet tongue had lisped the word 
"yes" to the usual interrogatory put by 
the clergyman when performing the mar- 
riage ceremony. 

Fastened to his saddle was the black 
box filled with gold pieces. Merlin was 
in the Tower, and probably his life was 
not worth six days* purchase. Even if 
released he would find no clue to their 
whereabouts. 

Zermat grinned with pleasure and chafed 
the palms of his hands. 

« This is the beginning of life for me," 
he said. "The sim never shone till this 
morning." 

Just before entering Dartford he informed 
Isabelle that they would have to stay there 
that day. 

" You must pass as my sister," he said. 

14—2 
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" Am I to act a falsehood T asked Isa- 
belle, scornfully. 

Unless you wish to be tracked." 
By whom T 

Did you not notice that soldier who 
took your father into custody, how he 
looked at you T 

" But you could not tell by his looks that 
he wanted to put me in the Tower too." 

" What simplicity ! sweet and charming. 
She does not know what love is," thought 
Zermat, as he again viewed with admiration 
the features of his companion. Then he 
remarked aloud : " But the glance of his 
wicked eyes should have alarmed yoit" 

" I am afraid of nothing for myself, only 
for my poor father." 

" Nevertheless you must assume a false 
name for the sake of yoin: fitther." 

" For his sake I will do anything. Oh, 
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that I could see Mm now ! Why did they 
break in upon our quiet life V 

They reaxjhed the town, and Zermat was 
not long in discovering the principal inn. 
IsabeUe retired to her own chamber. It 
was Zermat's intention to travel by easy 
stages to Canterbury, and there take a 
house to dweU in by themselves, with a 
servant for domestic purposes. As they 
travelled he hoped to have a propitious op- 
portunity to prepare her for the announce- 
ment of his love. 

Standing before the glass in his own 
bedroom, the dwarf viewed his ill-shapen 
figure. He mounted a chair to obtain a 
better view. The reflection of his thin 
crooked legs annoyed him. The hunch on 
his back did not improve his appearance, 
nor was the general contour of his features 
at all prepossessing. 
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" I have got good eyes, though/' he said 
" At least my eyes have got all the fierce 
fire of the poet, the philosopher, and states- 
man. My forehead too is noble — not un- 
like Lord Francis Bacon. Ah I she ought 
to love me. But she is in my power, and 
she shall love me." 



CHAPTER XV. 

^* Irnmn. Open the gate for my free passage, 
For I bear the Caliph's tatisman." 

MiZRA's Dream. 

QT. HILIAKE still persisted in living. 
'^ Lady Claire was vexed and impatient • 
The passionate blood of the south prompted 
her mind to dwell upon the stiletto. She 
made another visit to Merlin's abode. It 
was two days after his arrest. The old 
woman, Margaret, related with tears in her 
^yes what had happened. Her ladyship 
hastened back to Hamil House. 

'* Josephine I" she exclaimed to her maid, 
aa soon as they were closeted together, 
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" Merlin is in the Tower accused of con- 
spiring against the life of the king. He 
must be released. We can do nothing 
without him." 

" How can he be released ?" 

" Charles will grant me anything/' said 
Lady Claire, seating herself proudly upon 
a chair, and viewing her pretty face in a 
mirror opposite. 

"But if this poor wretch, Merlin, has 
really attempted the king's life, it would 
scarcely be politic, madam, to ask for his 
release." 

" He must be saved in one way or an- 
other." 

" I am afraid it will be difficult." 

" But supposing he is beheaded, how can 
we carry out this plot, Josephine? Sup- 
posing he confesses to the priest what he 
knows of my affairs." 
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" There are other makers of drugs and 
poisons in this city, madam, besides Merlin." 

" But if we are to enlist in our scheme 
first one and then another, it will soon be a 
secret no longer, and probably we shall 
find ourselves where Merlin now is— in the 
Tower/' 

" There may be truth, my lady, in what 
you say." 

" I believe there is some conspiracy 
against the old man's life," said Lady 
Claire, after a pause. "I can scarcely 
imagine that peaceable pale fece attempting 
to hurt any one." 

"For money he sold you poison, well 
knowing to what use you were about to 
apply it. An accessory in my mind is 
nearly as guilty as a principal If he 
would do this, would he not attempt the 
crime of which he stands accused ?" 
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A flush spread over Lady Claire's face as 
she heard Josephine allude to the ^poison 
and to the purpose for which she had 
obtained it 

"Whatever the result/' she exclaimed, 
"I will use all my power to persuade 
Charles to grant him a pardon. I meet 
him this evening, you know, Josephine." 

One hour after dark Lady Claire might 
be seen walking stealthily towards Percy's 
hut. The night was dark, yet there 
was one waiting there, who, with the 
eyes of love, soon detected her light 
coloured dress approaching, and in another 
moment the king clasped her in his 
arms. 

It will be unnecessary to record the soft 
nothings spoken by the king which called 
up the blushes of the false Lady Claire, 
inasmuch as the lips of royalty probably 
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say as many foolish things as lovers of an 
inferior grade. 

A romantic Swiss cottage had been fitted 
np for the purpose of these meetings, the 
warming and provisioning of which was 
entrusted to Josephine. By fabrications 
she easily misled the dull and unlettered 
under-servant, who at certain times accom- 
panied her there, and performed the 
drudgery of the place. 

"Then your majesty will not pardon 
him : you wUl not grant me the first and 
only favour I have ever asked ?" exclaimed 
Lady Claire, as they sat in the hut. 

"It is asking me, Claire, to bare my 
breast again to the assassin's dagger, or to 
allow the poisoner to concoct my drinks." 

" But are you certain that he really is 
guilty ?" 

" I happen at this moment to have the 
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letter found in his house. Here it is. See. 
Marked with the words Sicut ante, with 
a death's head and broad axe on the 
seal." 

The king then read the letter. 

Lady Claire looked grave and sad. 

" Come, come/' said the kmg, drawing 
his chair closer, and placing his haad on her 
shoulder, as, with his fingers, he toyed with 
her cheek. "Come, do not look so sad. 
The life of this man can be of little im- 
portance to you. You have heard of his 
captivity, and your vivid imagination paints 
the old man's misery as he sits alone in his 
cell, and your sweet nature melts into 
pity." 

Lady Claire smiled, and affectionately 
kissed the hand of her royal lover. 

" How brightly this ring glitters !" she 
exclaimed. " Give it me." 
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"Take it, love, but be careful not 
to lose it, Claire, for it is the royal 
signet." 

"Nay, I had better not have it 
then." 

"Tut, tut, take it, sweet sibyl, and 
let it show how much I trust you, 
Claire." 

Some time afterwards, when Lady Claire 
again reached her own dressing-room and 
was alone with Josephine, she produced the 
ring. 

" First, my lady," said Josephine, " what 
did the king say? Is Merlin to be 
released ?" 

"I asked the king, and he re- 
fused." 

" He did ! I believed he would." 

"But see, he gave me his signet ring. 
That ring will open every door or gate in 
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the Tower, or any other fortress in the 
kingdom." 

" But you would never use it^ madam ?'' 

" Indeed, I wUl/^ 

" And forfeit the king's love for ever." 

" How will he know that I use it ? I 
shall assume a disguise." 

"But your ladyship will remember we 
are unfortunate in our disguises. When 
first you attempted it Merlin (Jiscovered it 
quickly, and when I made the second at- 
tempt I was easily discovered." 
. " You betrayed yourself." 

"I did. I own to that weakness, my 
lady ; but when, after the absence of years, 
one suddenly meets the man she first loved, 
it would be difficult under these cir- 
cumstances to maintain a stony compo- 



sure." 



1 



(( 



I am not complaining of your want of 
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skiU, Josephine. I am merely saying there 
was a cause why your disguise was dis- 
covered It is not likely a similar circum- 
stance will-arise with me. Come, Josephine, 
assist me once more to don these manly 
garments: the boots, cloak and hat, not 
forgetting the beard and moustache. It is 
now dark, and no more favourable time 
than this can be selected for my adven- 
ture.*^ , 

A little while afterwards Lady Claire 
left Hamil House disguised as we have seen 
her before. She walked by the hedge side 
along the Oxford Road, now known as 
Oxford Street, and descending the hill of 
Holbom crossed the bridge at the bottom 
of the valley : thence up the opposite 
acclivity, and along into Cheapside. With- 
out meeting with any adventure, she 
ultimately reached the Bulwark gate of 
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the Tower. Here she summoned the 
waxder. 

" Who is it demands admittance at this 
unseasonable hour?" cried the hurley 
sentinel. 

"A servant of the king," said Lady- 
Claire, assimiing as gruff and manly a voice 

as possible. 

" A servant of the king ! By the holy 
church that is very indefini|^. Know 
you, master malapert, that everyone who 
breathes in this land is a servant of the 
king, and how can you expect me to give 
you admittance when your description of 
yourself does not distinguish you from 
the thousands who dwell in this big city ? 
And, if admitted, pray what is your 
errand V 

" To see and examine » one accused of 
sorcery." . 
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" One Merlin V 

" The same, Sir Bonncible, for I can find 
no better name to describe your insolence. 
Know you that I have the king's private 
signet, which is more powerful to open 
gates, and silence such arrogant tongues 
as yours, than those arms which swing to 
and fro, scarcely obejring that stupid brain 
which occupies that big, useless head of 
yours. Opin these gates, I say, instently, 
or, by all that's divine, your brutish head 
shall ere this time to-morrow be in com- 
pany with those on the spikes at London 
Bridge." 

*•' Pardon, Sir Cavalier. I am afraid I 
have mistaken your voice. So many 

drunken braggarts accost me with the 

* 

same request at this time of the night, 
merely out of a frolicsome and wanton 
spirit, that I scarcely — " 

VOL. I. 15 
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" Then you would double your insult, 
sirrah, by assuming me to be drunk ?" 

" Heaven forbid, Sir Cavalier. Walk in, 
sir, and allow me to see his blessed 
majesty's signet, which, as you say, is more 
powerful than a legion of such unworthy 
drones as myself." 

Lady Claire entered the gate, and held 
up the ring, so that the rays from the 
lantern held by the warder fell upon the 
glittering metal. 

"In truth it is the royal signet," said 
the fellow, " and I doff my unworthy cap 
to it as I would to his majesty. Pass on. 
Sir Cavalier." 

" Which way ?" 

" Walk straight. Sir Cavalier, to yonder 
light, and there you will find one who will 
take you direct to the cell where this sor- 
cerer pines." 
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Lady Claire walked on and disappeared 
in the gloom. 

The warder looked after her. As he 
stood he gave a long, low whistle. 

"By my faith, now," he said, in an 
under-tone, " there is some order about not 
admitting any one with the royal signet, or 
something or other. Hang me by the neck 
for a fool if that last flagon of ale has not 
so bemnddled my brain that I scarce re- 
member what the captain's order was. 
This same cavalier is right. However 
great and powerful my body, it is sur- 
mounted by a miserable brain, so puny and 
mean that a pint of sack puts it out of 
existence for some hours. But hark, here 
comes Bardolph." 

A figure emerged from the gloom into 
the radius of the light emitted by the 
warder's lantern. His dress and arms 

15—2 
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were of the same description as those of 
the warder. 

"Come in the nick of time, good 
Bardolph. Is there not some order about 
the royal signet T 

" There is. The king has expressed his 
desire that whoever applies at the gates 
with the royal signet is to be admitted, 
and—'' 

" Thank God !" 

" What for T 

" I have just admitted a cavaHer with 
this same ring. Go on — what else T 

" He is to be admitted, but detained in 
honourable durance until his majesty is 
apprised of his capture, and sends his plea- 
sure. I heard footsteps across the green, 
as I approached.'' 

"Your ears are quick. You are right. 
I sent him to the Captain of the Guard. 
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Go at once. Give information to the 
Constable/' 

In the meantime Lady Claire reached 
the spot to which she was directed by the 
warder, and there found a small room occu- 
pied by two individuals. One was the 
Captain of the Guard, the other was the 
Clerk of the Tower. They were both 
examining a letter which was in the hands 
of the former. At the soimd of Lady 
Claire's footsteps they both raised their 
heads. 

Lady Claire entered the room, and 
bowed, exclaiming, " I wish to see a pri- 
soner — one Merlin, charged with sor- 
cery." 

"How did you gain admittance, and 
upon whose authority do you demand to 
see the prisoner, sir ?" 

" The royal signet has accomplished the 
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first, and I have no doubt will obtain for 
me the interview I wish," said Lady Claire, 
bowing, and producing the ring. 

The Captain of the Guard eagerly took 
the ring, and examiued it ; his companion 
also viewed it with interest and curi- 
osity. 

" The very same," said the first. 

" The same," said the Clerk, looking at 
the letter and reading, "It is engraved 
with the initial letter C, on one side of 
which is a serpent, on the other a ship. 
Over it are the royal arms of England." 

Again they examined the ring, and the 
letter. 

Lady Claire viewed this proceeding with 
wonder and concern. 

. " This is a curious incident, sir," said the 
Captaia of the Guard, " and far from plea- 
sant. However, we must do our duty. 
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We have but a few moments since received 
a letter from the king, written by his own 
royal hand^ wherein he says that any one 
bearing that ring — ^the ring you have just 
shown us — ^if applying for admittance to 
the Tower, must be admitted, but detained 
until his pleaflure." 

" God have mercy !" exclaimed Lady 
Claire, in her natural voice, which was 

« 

in strange contrast to her former gruff 
tones. 

The two men looked at the supposed cava- 
lier in surprise. Contempt was visible in 
both faces. They interpreted her feminine 
voice to be the craven tones of fear, and ac- 
cordingly despised such pusillanimity of 
soul. 

" I must detain you for the night," said 
the Captain of the Guard, "but your 
lodging will be of the best description this 
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plax^e can afford. Will you accompauj 

The unfortunate lady bowed and fol- 
lowed 



CHAPTEE XVL 

*^ Ossia/n, This rope will give thee life and liberty t 
Suspended from the window, thou canst glide 
To the ground beneath. 
Allan. My arms are withered with age. 
I fear me they would not sustain my weight. 
Ossian, But will not the fear of death supply the 

vigour of youth ? 
Forget thine age, man. Bemember — ^Ufe is sweet." 

MoAlpine's Revenge. 

rilHE Captain of the Guard led Lady- 
Claire to a room where sat the Lord 
High Constable of the Tower. 

The Constable looked searchingly at the 
stranger. 

"This gentleman," said the Captain of 
the Guard, " has just obtained admittance, 
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air, by means of this signet ring, re- 
specting which I believe your highness 
has received special orders £rom the 
king/' 

" Such is the fact," said the Constable, 
after examiiung the ring. «I have in- 
structions from his majesty to detain the 
bearer of this ring. Whom have I the 
honour of addressing ?" 

.**His majesty knows me well," said 
Lady CJaire. 

" That may be. Sir Cavalier, nevertheless 
my question remains unanswered/' 

question should be answered ?" 

"Well, Sir Stranger, if you wish to 
preserve your incognito, do so. AU I have 
to inform you is, that, although a prisoner, 
you are to be lodged in the best apartment 
we can aflford you. Martin, take this gen- 
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tleman to the oak room, in the White 
Tower." 

The Constable seemed somewhat annoyed 
at his captive's haughty demeanour, and 
bowed stiffly, as the Captain of the Guard 
led his prisoner from the room. 

Lady Claire was then taken to an 
apartment, which, although small, was 
richly furnished — ^the walls and ceiling 
being of oak, elaborately carved and highly 
polished; the furniture was also con- 
structed of the same durable wood. A 
bright fire was burning on the hearth, and 
the light from six large candles standing 
on the centre table, was reflected from the 
glossy surfaces of the walls, ceiling, and 
furniture. 

"Here, sir, you will pass the night/* 
said her conductor. " I will send you re- 
freshment." 
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He then bowed aad withdrew. 

Left alone, Lady Claire for the first time 
attempted to review the events of the last 
few hours* Disappointment, rage, and 
sorrow, were the conflicting passions which 
alternately disturbed her mind. What 
would her husband think of her absence ? 
Was this the extent of the king's love, to 
allow, her the possession of his royal signet, 
and at the same time to take such harsh 
measures — a course he knew would submit 
her to such indignities ? It was also evi- 
dent that she would be unable to see 
Merlin. 

She looked around the apartment ; escape 
was impossible. The walls were of immense 
thickness. This was clearly indicated by 
the deep embrasure for the window. Why 
was she imprisoned ? Would it not have 
been better for the king to have instructed 
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the constable to refuse admittance to any 
one bearing the ring, rather than entrap 
her in this way ? Did such a line of action 
evince a loving heart or an honourable 
disposition ? No doubt his majesty thought 
she herself would be the bearer of the 
fetal ring, yet knowing this he submitted 
her to this treatment. Was the king's 
love for her of such a shallow description ? 
Finally, had his love turned to distrust 
and displeasure ? Probably she had ven- 
tured too far. It was true, by obtaining 
admission to the Tower by means of the 
ring, she had been guilty of a breach of 
faith. If she had displeased the king 
there was an end to all her ambitious de- 
signs. 

These and many other thoughts 
flashed through her throbbing and plotting 
brain, with that surprising rapidity with 
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which one's ideas arise in moments of ex- 
treme difficulty or danger. 

She looked around the apartment. There 
was a mirror fixed against the panelled 
oak wall. Lifting one of the candles from 
the table, she advanced towards the glass 
and viewed therein the reflection of her 
fascinating features. Surely the soft- 
hearted Charles could not have ceased to 
love those wonderful speaking eyes, which 
flashed forth every varying emotion of the 
soul, or those mobile features which smiled 
and frowned, now expressive of joy, now 
of scorn and displeasure, as rapidly and as 
varying as the sky ou an April day. 

At this moment a serving man entered 
■with a hot, steammg roast pheasant, and a 
crystal goblet of wine. Placing them 
upon the table, he "withdrew, without 
uttering a word. 
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The fair prisoner musingly picked at the 
breast of the bird, and daintily sipped the 
wine. 

An hour passed away, at the end of 
which time she had sketched out the line of 
action she intended to pursue. She would 
treat the whole matter as a joke. She felt 
certain the king would visit her-possibly 
that same night. She, with a woman's 
conceit, was convinced that the king's dis- 
pleasure would fade away before her smiles 
and blandishments. 

The time passed on, and eventually she 
heard a footstep in the stone corridor with- 
out. The heavy key grated in the lock, 
and the massive door moved slowly on its 
hinges, and Charles himself entered the 
apartment. 

As he caught sight of the prisoner, he 
started, and a frown fell over his features. 
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It was evident lie did not recognise her in 
the disguise she had assumed. 

" What is the piisoner's name T he asked, 
hatshly, turning round to the Constable, 
who had followed him in, " and has he ex- 
plained how he came possessed of our ring ?" 

" Your majesty, he has both refused to 
disclose his name, and also how he came 
possessed of the royal signet." 

" By our faith," said the king, believing 
the little jaunty cavalier before him was a 
rival of his in the love of Lady Claire, 
"by our faith, if he chooses to keep his 
tongue so silent, we will make it more 
silent still by striking his head from his 
body. Speak, sirrah, why do you possess 
this ring, and why have you sought ad- 
mittance to the Tower T 

Lady Claire walked towards Charles, 
and tipping toe, whispered in his ear. 
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" Never !" said the king, his &ce bright- 
ening with pleasure. " Is it possible ? 
Leave us alone/' he said, addressing the 
Constable. 

" Alone ! sire !" said the faithful Con- 
stable. "Will your majesty reflect — ^he 
may be some desperado — ^he may prove an 
assassin.'' 

" Your anxiety for my welfare is meri- 
torious, sir, but groimdless. Have I any- 
thing to fear from the owner of these 
locks ?" and so saying, he plucked Lady 
Claire's hat from her head, thereby letting 
&.11 the imprisoned hair, at the same time 
with the other hand stripping her mouth 
and chin of the moustache and beard. 

The Constable stared with amazement. 
Lady Claire blushed with confusion, and 
hid her fexje in the folds of her cloak, while 
Charles laughed heartily at the surprise 
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of the one, and the confusion of the 
other. 

"I obey your majesty's commands. I 
will retire," said the Constable. 

"Yes, do," said Charles, "and mind, 
sirrah, not a word of what you have seen 
to any one, as you value your head." 

" Your majesty, I would forfeit my life 
first" 

" Best assured you would forfeit it im- 
mediately afterwards." 

Left alone with Lady Claire, Charles sat 
down and indulged in a hearty laugh, 
while his fair captive, not yet recovered * 
from her abashment, took off her cloak and 
folded it in unnecessarily neat folds, know- 
ing that by so doing she was enabled to 
hide her blushes from the gaze of the king. 

At last she suddenly knelt down at his 
feet and gmsped his hand. 
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« This siUy froUc has not offended your 
majesty?" she aaked, in such sweet, plaintive 
accents, and with eyes glancing so bewitch- 
ingly, that a heart stronger than that pos- 
sessed by Charles would have been moved 
and softened. 

" Oflfended ! Faith, methinks you never 
looked so pretty, Claire, as now. Those 
saucy cavalier boots, and that strange 
arrangement — ^half dress, half pantaloons 
-marry, this is worth coming from White- 
hall to see." 

" Then your majesty loves me still T 

" Aye, by my faith I do, still more." 

"And, loving me, yet you have im- 
prisoned me T 

" I merely retaliated. You imprisoned 
my heart long ago." 

"But why expose my folly to that 
man?" 

16—2 
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" WHat, the Constable ? He will never 
dare utter a syllable of what he has seen 
to-night.'* 

"And your majesty believed I should 
come here ?" 

" I knew so/* 

" Why r 

"It was evident. First you requested 
me to release Merlin, and the next moment 
you tate this signet ring." 

"Your majesty is as subtle as though 
you had been bom in the sunny soutL'* 

"Adversity, Claire, sharpens the wits, 
and Heaven knows black and heavy clouds 
long rolled over my life-path." 

" Think not of those times. I dislike to 
see that brow troubled. Ah ! now you 
smile again, and I am happy." 

" Good, generous Claire, kiss me. Why 
did you wish to see this Merlin ?" 
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"'Twas a woman's wish, and being so 
may be without a reason." 

" Why did you wish him released ?" 

" I may return the same answer aa be- 
fore/' 

"Nay. You might wish to see him 
merely from idle curiosity, but to ask me 
to save a man's life who has conspired 
against mine shows you have some interest 
in him." 

" I behove him innocent." 

" Then I have one more judge — a lady 
judge. A judge who decides a case with- 
out knowing anything about it. Shall I 
give you the salary I give to Chief Jus- 
tice Hale ?" 

" Oh, you teasefiil thing !" 

" Nay, I would tease you ten thousand 
times a day to see those merry, speaking 
eyes flash like Heaven's fiercest meteors, 
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and to see those eyebrows bent upward 
with playful displeasure. Claire I Claire 1 
you are a witching sibyl — ^that sweet- 
speaJdng face robs me of wit, sense, dig- 
nity—of everything. I am a slave in 
your presence.'' 

*'Only in my presence?" asked Lady 
Claire, coyly. 

**Ever — ever — always when imagination 
at my bidding builds up those sweet 
features before my eyes. But come, you 
shall see this Merlin. I will go with 

you." 

" But I must see him alone/' 

The king's feoe grew serious, and he 
looked intently at the lady kneeling before 
him. 

" There is some mystery about this, 
Claire." 

" Then it should be the more interesting 
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to you, sire. Mystery is always amusing. 
An explanation would destroy tlie interest." 

" It is strange you refuse to tell me." 

"Is it strange that I wiflh to avoid 
being laughed at for my folly ? You would 
certainly laugh if you knew the reason I 
wished to see this man." 

" Come along, then, minx. One more 
kiss from those saucy lips, and we will 
seek this miserable reader of the stars. 
But first put on your cloak and hat, not 
forgetting, Claire, that beard which makes 
you look so fierce." 

The king struck the table with the hilt 
of his rapier, and immediately the door 
opened, and the Constable entered. 

"Lead us to the dungeon where one 
Merlin is confined." 

The Constable bowed, and led the way 
•onward. 
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After traversing many dark and dismal 
corridors, and ascending a narrow, spiral,, 
stone staircase, they arrived at a heavy 
door, which was unlocked by the Constable, 
and the king and Lady Claire entered. 

The room was small. The stone walls 
and roof were black with age, save where the 
industrious knives of weary prisoners had 
recorded their names and woes ; the latter 
often expressed in curious quaint verse. 
A small rude table stood against the wall, 
opposite the door, bearing an oil lamp, the 
feeble flame fitfully flickering, as though. 
struggUng for existence. In one comer 
was a heap of clean straw, on which was 
spread a large coarse rug or clotL This- 
was the prisoner's bed. On a stool, by 
the side of the table, sat Merlin, intently 
poring over a book, for the king had gra- 
ciously given orders that this indulgence 
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should be granted. The pinched, haggard 
fe^ of the prisoner, and his long, wHte 
hair had a weird-like aspect, as the duH 
rays of the lamp fell upon them — ^behind 
and around being wrapped in deep gloom^ 
His eye was as bright aa of yore, but 
his face bore the marks of deep mental 
suffering. 

Merlin looked up, and, seeing the king, 
arose, and bowed his aged head almost to 
the ground. He next looked at Lady 
Claire. It was evident he at once de- 
tected and recognised the disguise. He 
naturally thought she had come to re- 
proach him with having obtained from her 
so much money for merely a few drops of 
water. 

" Pardon I pardon ! my gracious king,^ 
and you, my lady ; if I had my liberty I 
could soon — " 
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Lady Claire placed her finger on her Kp, 
which silenced the old man. Then turning 
to the king, she exclaimed — * 

" Now will your majesty graciously leave 
me alone with this prisoner ?" 

" For a short time only, Claire. I shall 
be missed from the palace." 

When the king withdrew. Lady Claire 
approached close to Merlin, and in an 
undertone exclaimed — 

"I come not to upbraid you. I come 
±0 try and eflfect your release." 

" Release 1 Grod be praised ! Has the 
king — " 

"Hush, not so loud. The king has 
done nothing ; but you must escape." 

Merlin's coimtenance fell as he ex- . 
claimed — 

" Ah, madam, that word is powerless — 
it will not cause walls to fall, nor bolts 
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nor bars to fly open. Give me time, and 
some of the chemicals in my laboratory, 
and I would soon eat my way through 
these stone walls." 

"I have something for you perhaps 
better stilL Do you know where this 
window looks to T 

" Below it is the Tower Green/' 

"And there is no bar across the win- 
dow T said Lady Claire, eagerly. 

"Whv should there be? It must be 
forty feet above the ground, and they 
know my weakness. How could an old 
man like me escape? My old arms, 
never very strong, have become still more 
feeble by reason of the life of inactivity I 
have led." 

Lady Claire walked to the door, and 
examined the key-hole. Taking from her 
pocket a piece of thin paper, she wetted 
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it with her tongue, and temporarily pasted 
it over the aperture. 

Merlin watched her actions with sur- 
prise and curiosity. 

" No one can see us now," she ex- 
claimed, again approaching the prisoner. 
Then taking from the lining of her cloak 
a long, sUken rope, she gave it to Merlin, 
exclaiming — 

ft 

" This rope is made of sUk. It is thin, 
but it will bear double your weight. Fasten 
it inside the window, and let yourself down 
outside." 

" It will be a perilous journey, my lady, 
for an old man like me," said Merlin, 
examining the silk rope, and then hiding 
it in his dress. 

" The burning stake, the rack, the heads- 
man's axe, are more terrible still." 

Merlin shuddered. 
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" I shall only know the great secret, 
madam, a few years sooner than nature 
wonld teach me. We must all die/' said 
Merlin, looking calmly at the excited fece 
of the lady before him. 

"And can you look so fearlessly upon 
death r 

"It is our fate. It is merely change 
or— '* 

" Or what T 

" Eternal sleep. ^' 

« It is a mystery wHch terrifies me. 
The imagination paints a long line of black 
uncertainties. Death I it is the only thing 
I fear. But we live and must act, Mer- 
lin. Escape, for my *sake, if not for your 



own. 



"I will make the attempt, madam. 
Thank you for your kindness and inte- 
rest" 
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" Adieu I Success be with you. I hear 
footsteps. The king is impatient." 

At that moment the door was opened 
by command of the king, and Lady Claire 
quitted the cell, and joined her royal 
lover. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

" Dm Diego. Now, ye gods, smile upon me; 
My life is tnisted to a hempen cord 
Made of fine filaments of great tenuity 
Scarce thicker than a spider's web. 
Yet in the multitude thereof do we find strength/*' 

The Spanish Pirate. 

It /TERLIN, left once more alone, sat on 
his stool beside the table and 
thought over the injunction of his late 
visitor. He examined the rope. A sad 
smile gleamed in his face. Could he who 
for years never exercised the muscles of his 
arms for anything whatever-could he for 
forty feet dangle by the strength of those 
same arms upon the rope he held in his 
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hand ? The burning stake, the terrible 
rack, the headsman's axe — the awful flare of 
the first, the relentless creaking of the 
second, and the glittering blade of the last — 
of all this he thought, and he beUeved it 
would be best to make the attempt. A 
little reflection led him to the conclusion 
that he had small mercy to expect from the 
king. If Lady Claire, who evidently 
wished for his escape, could not obtam a 
pardon from Charles, he knew his case must 
indeed be hopeless. Then he thought of 
Isabelle, and the picture memory called up 
of her bright laughing eyes, happy chfldish 
feice, and gentle maimers,fixed his resolution. 
He must see her again, and he would make 
the attempt. 

At that moment he heard the key in- 
serted in the lock of the door of the cell by- 
some one outside. He had just sufficient 
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time to put the rope inside liis loose shirt 
before the door opened and the jailer 
entered. 

Merlin watched his visitor as he again 
closed the heavy door and locked it 
on the inside. There was something 
very mysterious in the movements of the 
intruder. 

« I am ahnost risking my head by doing 
tins," said the jailer, approaching closely to 
Merlm, and speaking in a low voice. 

" By doing what T asked Merlin. 

" Coming inside to see you, sir." Then 
after a pause he added : " You are one of 
those wise men, sir." 

Merlin smiled and looked at the jailer. 
" I have read and studied a great deal," he 
said modestly. 

"And you can tell what will happen 
years to come ?" 

VOL. I. 17 



258 A CAST FOR A CROWN. 

" Years to come 1" said Merlin witk a 
melancholy smile ; " what atom of time is 
represented by ^years to come V To-morrow 
we shall be dead — dust." 

" To-morrow ! who ?" asked the jailer in 
amazement. 

" Everyone now living," answered Mer- 
lin sadly, " but my to-morrow is not your 
to-morrow — the day after this. Think of 
the day you can first recollect, and see 
what a little way back it seems. Yet we 
speak of the future as though the few years 
we have to live here were almost equal to 
eternity— and we go on striving, toiling, 
scheming, fretting, hoping, torn with joys 
and sorrows, aiming at shadows — acting in 
everything as though life was as long as 
eternity." 

"I have had little book-learning, and 
many of the words you use I cannot under- 
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stand, but it shows how skilfiil and clever 
you must be." 

" Skilful !" said Merlin contemptuously, 
muring more to himself than speaking to 
his visitor. " Skilful to know that I exist, 
and to be in the dark as to what follows ? 
To know that I think to-day, but cannot 
tell whether I shall a hundred years hence? 
To feel this ethereal spirit within me, this 
mind, this soul, and know not what it is, 
whence it came, or whether with this 
poor clay it will die for ever, or whether 
it will go on living, floating in the vast 
eternal realms of light — whether then 
it will be able to grasp the idea of 
eternity, of time, the beginning and the 
end ? Skilfiil ! forsooth the wisest of us 
are but as moles grovelling in the dark 
earth." 

" My old fitther, sir, lives down in Berk- 

17—2 
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slure, and he has got a &nn. I have not 
seen him for years, but I met the other 
day a lad who has come up from those 
parte, and he says it is rumoured he has 
made his will and left all his property 
— ^the farm — to my brother. There's 
only two of us. Can you tell me if it is 
true?" 

" My man, science does not deal in such 
trifles.'' 

" Then what is it good for, sir ? Trifles 
too. Is it a trifle to have one's birthright 
willed away from them T 

Merlin thought he might probably be 
able to turn this man's ignorance and cu- 
pidity to some account, so he exclaimed : 

" Is it not more important for me at this 
moment to be thinking of eternity? My 
enemies have accused me of a crime of 
which I am innocent, but the king believes 
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me guilty. I have little reason to trouble 
myself with this world." 

" But you will escape." 

" Escape ! How ?" asked Merlin eagerly. 

"By that rope given you by the 
lady." 

Merlin's countenance feU. The last 
gleam of hope left him. 

The jailer smiled as he watched the 
melancholy and altered face of the 
prisoner. 

" You have a silk rope which was given 
you by the lady who came here with the 
king just now. I saw all that passed in 
this cell. I saw her paste the paper over 
the key-hole of the lock ; but we have 
other means of seeing into these dungeons, 
means that no one would guess at." 

"And did the king see what passed, 
too ?" asked Merlin despondingly. 
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" No, he saw nothing, and knows nothing 
of what occurred." 

" Good man," said Merlin, after a pause, 
'*you know how anxious you feel about 
your father's property, consider how much 
more anxious I must be to save my 
life." 

** If your arms axe strong enough, you 
will escape." 

" What do you mean ?" 

"I mean that I will not prevent you. 
A brain like yours should never be de- 
stroyed by the headsman's axe, nor by the 
flames of the stake. Look here. Give me 
your rope. Here, tie it to this ring here — 
this ring is where many a prisoner has been 
chained, but they have thought it unneces- 
sary to chain you ; you are old. Then 
throw your rope out of this window. Get 
on the table and then through the window. 
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and then lower yourself down to the green 
below. I will be inside here. When I 
feel the rope is slaxjk and not strained 
with yonr weight, I will untie it. Then 
you pull it down and throw it in the 
moaf 

" But even if my poor weak arms sustain 
me to the bottom, I shall then still be in 
the Tower." 

" You will ; — but at the bottom, outside 
in the yard, feel about a little when you 
get down, and you will find a cloak and 
hat. I will place them there ready for you. 
Take this ring ; it is one the king dropped 
but a few moments ago. It is the royal 
signet. That will let you out of any gate 
of the Tower." 

"My good man," said Merlin, almost 
overcome with joy, " I begin to think bet- 
ter of humanity. Bless your good heart, 
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when once I am free I will recompense 
you greater than even the king cotdd." 

" I have no doubt of that, good father^ 
or I should not act as I am acting. As I 
have before said, I am an ignorant lout^ 
but I know that brains will rule the world,, 
and that a man of your skill and learning 
ought to be worshipped, not cast into a 
dimgeon. As for myself, I run some risk,, 
but slight it is, for at the fetrther end of 
the corridor there is a warder stationed 
during the night, and he will see nothing 
and know nothing of the affair. You will 
not pass him. There wiU be no trace of 
how you escape." 

"Pray God that your scheme may work 
well," said Merlin fervently. 

" Much will depend upon yourself — ^when 
you hear the clock strike two in the morn- 
ing, then tie the rope to the ring — ^but I 
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shall come in at that moment^ and I can 
assist you. Good night for the present. I 
should try and sleep an hour or two now. 
It will refresh you. K you are successful 
in escaping, where shall I see you again ? 
Be at the third house on London Bridge,, 
to-morrow night at twelve." 

" I will be there/' said Merlin. 

" And you will assist me in the aflFair I 
mentioned.'' 

" I will do more than that. I will make 
you gold out of iron." 

The jailer left and Merlin was alone. 
He could scarcely realize the truth of 
what had passed. He would be free once 
again 1 Once more he would see his cru- 
cibles and alembics, but not at his house 
in London. 

No. He must go at once to the country. 
Zermat must be sent to the old house by 
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the river^de, to bring away such things as 
he could easily move. Rapidly his thoughts 
built up visions of the fixture — of happy 
days with his daughter^ and of a time 
when, having made his grand discovery, 
he could venture again into the presence 
of the king, assure his majesty of his in- 
nocence of the foul crime with which he 
was now diarged, and as an earnest of the 
truth of his protestations, place at his feet 
the gold he had made fix)m lead, at the 
same time offering to convert into the same 
brilliant and precious metal as much lead, 
or other base metal, as they placed in his 
power. So busily and swiftly did hope, 
assisted by imagination, carry his mind 
fix)m the present to the future, that he 
actually forgot his imprisonment and arose 
fix)m his seat, walking towards the table to 
examine the crucibla His eyes fell upon 
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the feeble oil lamp ; he looked around on 
the baxe cold stone walls^ and the terrible 
fact of being a prisoner forced itself in 
atom reality upon his dreaming brain. 

The clock struck twelve. 

The jailer had advised him to sleep. 
Sleep I with the anxiety of what the next 
few hours would bring forth, torturing his 
brain. 

The Tower clock struck one, and as the 
deep heavy sound died away a death-Hke 
stillness succeeded. 

The next hour Merlin passed in terrible 
suspense — at one moment longing to hear 
the clock strike two, the next moment 
fearful of the attempt he was about to 
make, and almost hoping the time had 
not arrived. 

In the midst of his meditations MerUn 
heard a dull grating soimd. It came from 
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the directioii of the door. He listened — 
still the same continuous sound. The door 
was moving. Wider and wider it opened^ 
and at last the jailer entered. His face 
was pale, and his features bore the expres- 
sion of deep anxiety. 

" Not a word above a whisper/' he ex- 
claimed, as he approached Merlin. " Give 
me the rope.'' 

He tied the rope to the ring, aaid passed 
the other end out of the window, letting it 
gradually run oiit until the whole length 
dangled outside. 

"Now buckle this leather roimd under 
your arms," he said; "it will take the 
friction of the rope, and save your hands. 
Pass the rope imder each arm. That'a 
it." 

Merlin did as he was told. He then 
climbed upon the table, and then upon 
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I.I ■ ■ * — 

the ledge of the window, and sat with his 
legs hanging outside. He looked down. 
It was a perilous moment, and his heart 
almost failed him. 

" Go on,*' whispered the jailer, " go on. 
Cling tight to the rope.'' 

Merlin slid from his seat, and in another 
moment was dangling, over the fearfiil 
abyss. 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

" Old Simeon. What is it dangles i' the air, 
Shapeless yet visihle ? 
Boy. 'Tis a crow, fayther. 
Old Simeon. Out upon thee for a little fool ! 

Didst ever see a crow that mortal size V*^ 

The Bristol Wedding. 

TTTHEN Lady Claire left the chamber 
in which Merlin was confined, she 
found the king impatiently awaiting her 
appearance in the corridor outside. 

"Come, come, my sweet Claire,'' said 
Charles, with mock annoyance, "do you 
know it is almost treason to keep his 
majesty the King of England waiting so 
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long ? Well, has this wise man told you 
your future career ? Is it bright and joy- 
ous, or sad and gloomy T 

" I must not tell your majesty what he 
told me.'* 

" Did you seek his advice as to whether 
my love would be true and lasting T ex- 
claimed the king, laughing gaily. 

" I should ask that of no one, sire," said 
Lady Claire, affectionately kissing his hand, 
as they were walking side by side. "I 
can tell that myself." 

"And what is your opinion?" 

" That you do, and ever will love your 
simple, foolish, naughty Claire. How is it 
that Fate did not bring us together years 
and years ago T 

"Fate is so capricious that I never 
trouble myself why Fate does this thing or 
that. It seems that we mortals are the 
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eport of powers invisibla But come, we 
must part." 

" So soon r 

" Indeed, yes ; I entered the Tower by 
Traitors' Gate, and the boat, with Captain 
Kendal, awaits my return. You must re- 
turn by land. I would take you in my 
wheny to Buckingham Stairs, but the men 
would see through your disguise. One 
kiss, sweetheart. To-morrow night at 
Percy's KnoE" 

The king, unseen by the attendants who 
followed him, snatched a kiss from the 
pretty face which was anxiously and 
lovingly raised for that purpose, and- dis- 
appeared across the court leading to Trai- 
tors' Gate. 

Lady Claire watched his figure until out 
of sight, and then hastened towards the 
gate by which she had first entered. The 
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warder politely doflfed his cap, and opening 
the heavy doors, allowed her to pass. 

"There^s strange work going on to- 
night," said the warder, speaking to him- 
self as he closed and fastened the doors ; 
*' the king, I hear, has come by the Trai- 
tors' Gate, and this strange mincing cava- 
Her has entered here using the royal signet 
and wished to see this Merlin " 

He stopped in his soliloquy, for a thump 
upon his shoulder and a voice startled 
him. 

" And what do you think of this cavalier 
who uses the king's signet ?" exclaimed the 
voice. 

*' Ah, Bardolph 1 you again ! why, I 
thought you were in bed sleeping oflF that 
extra flagon of ale you indulged in to- 
night." 

" No, I have to meet the feir Rosaline, 

VOL. I. 18 
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the warder's daughter, to-night, or, at least,^ 
in half an hour, on the Green ; but what 
do you think of this same cavalier that has 
just gone out T 

"That he is a mincing coxcomb who 
never smelt powder." 

" Powder ! no. Would you take him 
for a woman T 

" By my stars I thought so.'' 

" It's strange, Reuben, that you always 
seem to have thought what people suggest, 
yet you are the last to discover anything. 
It is easy to be as wise las you seem. But 
a truce to that. Do you know there is 
something mysterious going on in the room 
where this Merlin is confined ?" 

" Indeed 1 And how do you know that ? 
You have no business within his room, or 
anywhere near it." 

"But I can see the window from the 
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Green, and I saw just now two people pass 
between the lamps and the window. Fur- 
thermore, he has no right to have a lamp 
at this hour." 

" Heyday ! Perhaps they are torturing 
the poor devil." 

"Maybe." 

" Or executing the miserable wretch." 

" Maybe. However, it is nothing to us, 
Reuben. But what can I do till two 
o'clock ? I must not go to the guard-room, 
or I shall excite suspicion." 

" But why does your lady-love appoint 
such a late hour ?" 

" To suit her own purpose, I suppose. 
I believe her blessed father is never dead 
asleep till that horn:." 

" Then of course it would be imprudent 
for her to leave her apartments earlier. She 
must be a wise woman, Bardolph." 

18—2 



276 A CAST FOR A CROWN. 

" She is/' 

"But in one respect she must be half- 
witted." 

" How so V 

"In fastening her affections upon that 
bloated carcase of yours." 

"Humph I I am used to your imperti- 
nence." 

"Have you ever seen anything in the 
reflection which a mirror would give of 
your appearance that a woman could love — 
your body as unwieldy as a brewer's vat, 
and your fe^ 80 besprinHed with fiery red 
bumps that it looks like the map of a vol- 
canic region." 

" Don't be jealous, good Reuben. Bosa- 
line loves me not for my face, nor my 
martial bearing, nor my graceful figure, 

but because of my wit, learning, and 

• ■» » 
mina. 
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Beuben literally roared with laiigHter,. 
but hastily covered his great mouth with 
his hand, fearing that if heard or reported, 
such ill-timed merriment might bring down 
the vengeance of the chief constable. 

" Well, come with me, Bardolph, After 
that, you are entitled to a share of my 
watch ale, for I confess I much like thine 
impudence and conceit." 

The two men retired to a small room 
close beside the gate. • 

Here Beuben fed BardolpVs love of flat- 
tery with cunningly expressed adulation. 
The latter, inflated with the good opinion 
of his brother warder, feiled to observe 
that he was drinking by far the greater 
part of tis friend's ale. His speech gra- 
dually descended from loud bombastic ro- 
domontade to mere utterances of drunken 
imbecihty, until at last he fidrly fell back 
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in the chair in which he was sitting, and 
fell off to sleep, snoring heavily. 

Reuben looked at the small clock on the 
wall. It wanted just a quarter to two. 
He left the room, and trying the gate to 
see that it was still safely fastened, he 
walked towards the Green, muttering to 
himself as he chuckled with glee — 

" Bardolph may sleep. I will see if this 
Rosaline wiU not think me as pretty a 
sweetheart as ever Bardolph wiU make. 
In the^ meantime, if any one wants to go 
out they must e'en wait till my return 
— they'll ne'er wake up that sleeping 
drunkard." 

On his way to the Green he had to 
pass beneath the window of the chamber 
where Merlin was confined. As he did so, 
remembering what Bardolph had mentioned 
respecting the light, he looked up, and at 
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the same time stumbled and fell over some- 
tliing which lay on the grass. Uttering an 
angry curse he arose and examined the 
cause of his fall. 

"A hat and a cloak," he exclaimed, 
^* possibly Rosaline's disguise, but why the 
deuce is it put out here ? I will wait here 
till the clock strikes, and see if she comes 
for them," 

The clock pi^ently struck doleftdly the 
hour of two. No one appeared, and Reu- 
ben was thinking of hastening to the 
Green, lest Rosaline, finding no one there, 
should return again, when he heard the 
•creaking of a window. The sound appeared 
to be immediately above him. Then the 
end of a rope feU down and struck him on 
the head. He looked up. There was 
nothing to be seen, but presently he heard 
A further noise, and then he discerned a 
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dark object suddenly launched from the 
window, dangling in the air. Lower it 
came, slowly hut regularly, and Reuben, 
as it approached closer to the ground, could 
see it was the figure of a man. Just as 
the daring adventurer was about to alight 
on the ground with his feet, the warder 
clasped him from behind. 

" Who are you V^ exclaimed the warder. 

Merlin stifled the cry of surprise which 
arose to his Kps, but his ttioughte were toa 
confiised to answer. 

" Who are you T again demanded the 
warder. 

" Leave me one arm free and I wiU show 
you." 

" No doubt. To use a dagger or pistol^ 
Faith, who assisted you to make this 
attempt? for you must have been as- 
sisted." 
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" The king/' 

" What r 

" I say the king. I will show you his 
signet/' 

The warder, finding Ms prisoner was old 
and powerless, loosened his grasp. 

"You say the king assisted you to 
escape I Why, his majesty could order you 
to be released, if he thought proper, with- 
out this scheme. *' 

"You are right," said Merlin. "But 
remember, fellow, you have thrust yourself 
into a secret which wiU cause you your 
death if divulged. Listen. I was confined 
iu the Tower by the advisers of the king. 
His Majesty knows I am of more use to 
him than all his counsellors, yet he dare 
not openly order my release. He brought 
me this rope. Had I not been detected by 
you in my descent, I should have appeared 
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at the gate in a disguise — that is it on the 
groimd, it was placed there for my use — 
and should have demanded egress by ex- 
Hbiting ihk-ihe royal signet" 

" I see it all. I see it/' 

"And you see also that you possess a 
secret which may eventually lead you to 
some higher and more lucrative post, or 
may cause your death, according as you 
keep or betray it/' 

" Think not that I am such a fool as not 
to know how to hold my tongue. * Speech 
is silver, but silence is gold,' they say.'' 

"It will prove so in your case, my 
friend." 

"Thank the fittes that I was strolling 
this way. Let me assist you with this 
cloak and hat, and I will take you to the 
gate at once. No one will see you, and I 
alone shall know of your leaving." 
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Merlin, suiprised, as much at his own 
ready invention and power of dissemblance, 
as at the man's easy credulity, hastily put 
on the cloak and hat and followed the warder 
to the gate. 

"Good-night," said Merlin, "remember 
in a few days you will be promoted. But 
mark this : never axlmit to any one-not 
even the king himself — ^what you have 
^een and heard. Your name shall be 
spoken to his majesty by me, and that 
name is — ? 

" Eeuben Misgrove." 

"Good. I shall not feil to remember. 
<5ood-night." 

" Good-night, sir, and may heaven bless 
you^" said the warder. 

He closed the ponderous gate after 
Merlin's exit, and, notwithstanding his 
prospective good-fortime, he could not help 
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grumbling when he remembered he had 
lost all chance of seeing Bosaline^ for it 
was then much past the time she had 
promised Bardolph to be on the Tower 
Green, 



CHAPTEE XIX. 

" Hermia, I firown upon him, yet lie loves me stQl." 

MmsiJMMEB Night's Dbeam. 

rpiSE sun was shining brightly over the 
extensive woods surrounding the 
little village of Eltham, Where now many 
a broad field is ploughed and tilled by the 
industrious farmer, the same ground was 
then thickly covered with trees, forming 
one interminable wood, spreading over 
thousands of acres. The thinly-populated 
country at that period rendered unneces- 
sary the gradual clearing and cultivation 
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whicli has sincte taken place. At the out- 
skirts of the forest, and within a short 
distance of the village, stood a small 
thatched cottage, surrounded by a garden, 
though at that inclement season of the 
year little was to be seen of its beau- 
ties. 

The cottage consisted of two rooms, 
standing side by side, and a third room, or 
rather shed, at the back, with which there 
was communication from the interior. 
Within one of the rooms sat little 
Isabelle. 

Two days only had passed since her 
flight from London, yet her youthful spirit, 
and hope, so kind and generous to the 
young, had erased from her features all 
signs of suffering. She sat looking at the 
fire, tracing in its glowing embers the 
pleasant day-dreams of youth, and hum- 
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ming one of the many tunes she had been 
accustomed to play upon the harp, when at 
the old house in London. 

Zermat, too, sat before the fire, but at 
some little distance from his young mis- 
tress. He was gazing at her sweet face, 
and thinking how happy such a being must 
be, possessing, aa she did, youth and such 
captivating beauty, and a figure, too, so 
full of grace — Chappy beyond his power of 
conception, he a misshapen dwarf, whose 
face and figure were devoid of the least 
trace of beauty, and embodied much that 
was ugly and distasteful to the sight. 

" Tour heart is light. Miss Isabelle," he 
said: "something pleases you." 

" The sun makes me happy, Zermat. I 
have only one care, and that is my poor 
fiither. But I feel that God will take care 
of him." 
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The dwarf had taken this cottage of a 
poor husbandman, who, upon seeing two 
gold pieces offered him by Zermat, was 
only too glad to vacate his own home for 
a little while, and leave the dwarf and 
Isabelle in undisturbed possession. The 
labourer's wife, for a small consideration, 
«>Ued in onee or twice . day, to perform 
those menial offices which Isabelle had 
been unaccustomed to execute. 

"Zermat, I think I have never heard 
you sing," exclaimed Isabelle. 

" I have little to sing for, miss. If I 
possessed your happy heart, your pretty 
fece, and graceful figure, I should probably 
be as happy as you.'' 

"Pray do not speak so foolishly," 
she replied, casting upon her companion 
a look fiill of indignation. " I have told 
you before, that since we left London you 
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seem to speak and think of notliing but 
my appearance." 

" I might possess such beauty, although 
I am still a dwarf," said Zermat, in a 
coaxing tone. 

"I do not imderstand you," said Isa- 
beUe, rifling and ^valking with much dig- 
nity towards the window. Then, as she 
gazed upon the leafless trees, she exclaimed, 
" Zermat, you must not forget that I am 
your master's daughter. I am not proud 
of my position compared with yours ; but 
it seems necessary, and it gives me pain to 
find it necessary, to inform you that since we 
have left London your manner has greatly 
changed. You are constantly speaking of 
my appearance, and perpetually using those 
kinds of sayings wHch I have read of in 
the old romancists, and which speeches 
are spoken by sUly, love-sick knighte." 
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Zermat was surprised at the words he 
heard. Hitherto he had thought of Isa- 
belle as a child, but now she spoke with 
the fortitude, precision, and determination 
of one of maturer years. 

"And why,^' he asked, softly, moving 
towards her, " why may I not hope to gain 
from €hat sweet face one look of encourago- 
ment T 

Encouragement !'' 

Yes ; encouragement for what may be, 
alas, a hopeless passion. Oh, Isabellel 
listen 1 Nay, do not turn away your fece. 
Listen, if it is only to treat my confession 
with levity. Before you could walk I often 
carried you in my arms. Before you could 
read I helped to teach you your letters; 
I have been your playmate, and since you 
have grown taller and older I have watched 
the expansion of your beauty, and is it 
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unnatural that my fondness for the little 
infant should have graduaQy grown into 
deep, holy love for the grown-up girl ?" 

She looked at the dwarf kneeling at her 
feet. For a moment her beautiful face was 
expressive of astonishment, but suddenly 
she burst into a boisterous fit of laughter, 
as she snatched her hand away from him, 
and moved aside, leaving the unfortunate 
dwarf still kneeling, his features working 
with shame, vexation, and rage. 

He arose quickly, and asked savagely, 
with his &ce livid, " And is this your an- 
swer T 

" Nay,*' said Isabelle, still laughing, " I 
will be so charitable as to believe you are 
acting in- jest ; but if you really are In 
earnest, read my answer in the first mirror 
you meet." 

"You taunt me with my deformity,'* 
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said the dwarf, the words almost hissing 
between his teeth. 

" It pains me, Zermat, to say what I 
have said, but I am bound to protect my- 
self, and to remind you that you have 
overstepped the boimds of duty and pru- 
dence. Do you forget that I am your 
master's daughter T 

" I can never forget that, my dear 
young lady. But will not a faithful heart 
— a heart that will idolize you, that will 
worship you as blindly and truly as the 
savage worships the sun-will not the pos- 
session of that heart make you forget that 
I am not so comely as you T 

"Why should you prolong a conversa- 
tion, Zermat, in which I am compelled, in 
justice to myself, and in my reverence for 
the truth, to remind you how unkind 
nature has been to you T 
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*'Is it so difficult, then, Miss Isabelle, 
to love anything but that which is beau- 
tiftd ? Is it difficult to love that which is 

good r 

"We all love the beautiful" 
" And hate the hideous and ugly." 
" I do not say that, Zermat. I do not 
hate you." 

" Nor love me ?" 

" I have said I do not. But why talk 
to me of love ? Leave me to my childish 
dreams. I long for the old days of calm 
and peace, when my rooms were the only 
world I knew, and old Margaret and the 
romances the only beings I spoke to or 
heard of. May heaven grant they may 
soon return and my father be released from 
the Tower." 

Zermat looked at her as she spoke, and 
walked out of the room. His brow was 
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dark and kis hands clenched* He left the 
cottage and entered the wood, and stopped 
beside a pool of water just within the trees. 
The winter sun waa shining upon the pool 
with its weak rays, and cast a reflection of 
the dwarfs crooked back, thin legs, and 
ugly visage upon the surface of the water. 
He looked at the reflection of himself, and 
broke out into a shout of demoniacal 
laughter — so strange and so wild that it 
sounded more like a savaga yell of rage 
than an expression of merriment or joy. 

"Love!" he exclaimed, half aloud. 
*^ Could any one love that miserable figure ? 
No. Nature has laughed at me — ^has 
made sport of me. Every one derides me. 
The world is against me, and I am against 

■ 

the world. Let those who deride me 
beware 1 She laughed — laughed at my 
appeal — laughed at my face and figure I" 
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The latter words were uttered or yelled 
in a shrieking tone, quivering with rage ; 
each succeeding word being ejaculated in a 
higher and shriller note, and as he spoke 
the working of his face was terrible. 

^'But she is mine," he resumed in a 
calmer tone. "She is mine. She is in 
my power." 

He stood beside the pool looking at his 
face reflected in the water. Then he made 
a terrible grimace, and on seeing tie re- 
flection in the pool grinned and chafed his 
hands with curious exultation. For several 
minutes he threw his features into the 
most horrible contortions, eaxjh time laugh- 
ing with glee at the reflection in the water. 

He then turned again towards the 
cottage, but before proceeding far stopped 
to wipe the perspiration from his face and 
forehead. When he reached the cottage 
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lie walked to the window of the room 
where he had left Isabelle. He opened 
the casement, and looking in, said in his 
most winning tone- 

" Forgive me, Miss Isabelle. I have been 
wrong — very wrong and very rude to speak 
as I have to you. Think no more of what 
has passed I am going into the wood for 
a little while." 

In the garden at the back of the cottage 
he found a spade, lefb there by the former 
tenant. He took this, and again entered 
the wood. He walked along with the 
spade upon his shoulder, pushing his way 
into the deepest and thickest part of the 
wood, now and then stopping and looking 
around and above. 

"Too open — too open," he said on 
each occasion, and again resumed hi& 
walk. 
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He liad travelled some distance when he 
came to a part of the wood more dense 
than any he had hitherto observed. The 
branches of the trees, although leafless and 
bare, were yet so thickly interwoven that 
little light from the sun penetrated below. 
The ground, too, was well covered with 
bushes and underwood. He selected a 
spot in the centre of the bushes, where 
there was a clear patch of ground of about 
twenty feet in diameter. 

Here he commenced digging. He first 
marked out with the spade a parallelogram 
of about six feet by two; and then sod 
after sod he turned over and placed care- 
fully and regularly outside the mark he 
had made. Lower and lower he worked, 
until, when standing up at the bottom of 
the pit, he foimd the surface of the ground 
was on a level with his head. The task 
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was a severe one, and many times lie 
stopped to rest before lie reached this 
depth. 'When he had finished and flung 
the spade out of the hole, he jumped out 
after it. Fully two hours had passed. 
The sun was low down in the horizon, and 
beneath those thick trees twilight had 
set in. 

He then slowly returned to the cottage. 
On entering he found Isabelle still sitting 
before the fire, but the various articles 
on the table showed that she had not for- 
gotten to prepare the evening meal 

She turned her head quickly as Zermat 
-entered. 

" I do not like being left alone so long, 
JZermat," she exclaimed, "but I suppose 
you are making me do penance for my 
behaviour to you this afternoon." 

" I have forgotten all that," said the 
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dwarf, smiling as he sat down, " and I hope 
you will forget it too. I should not like 
you to mention to your fether how foolish 
I have been/' 

" Be certain, Zermat, that not a word 
respecting it wiU ever escape my Hps/' 

^^ I am glad to hear that, Miss IsabeUe, 
for you will soon have an opportunity of 
telling your father everything." 

" Soon I Where ? How T she exclaimed, 
leaning forward eagerly, her fece pale with 
anxiety; 

" To-night. '^ 

" Oh, Zermat, speak — quick — do not be 
so long telling me if it is true. Whom 
have you seen ? What is it ? Has he 
escaped T 

" He has escaped, miss, and will meet us 
in the wood two hours after sundown." 

" Heaven be praised !" said Isabelle, fer- 
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vently. " My God, I thank thee !" and as 
she dasped her small white hands and 
looked upwards, her &ce beaming with 
religious joy, the dwarf could see by her 
moving lips she was engaged in silent 
prayer. 

As she stood tears of thankfulness rolled 
down her cheeks, and it was long before 
she could ask the dwarf any further ques- 
tions. 

" How did you hear this T she at length 
enquired. 

" Every day in this wood I have met a 
man in the pay of your father, Miss 
Isabelle, who has told me how the plans 
for your father's escape were progress- 
ing." 

" And you never told me of it." 

" I did not wish to disturb your mind 
until I knew there was some hope of his 
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release. Now there is a certainty, for the 
man tells me he has escaped, and has 
hitherto eluded all pursuit He will be at 
a certain spot in the wood two hours after 
sundown." 

" At this cottage ?" 

"No, this is too near the village. He 
will be in the wood, and we must meet 
him. He will then tell us what to do, 
and where to go, or whether you are to go 
with him." 

"I will never leave him again,'* ex- 
claimed IsabeUe. 

As they sat at tea she asked Zermat all 
kinds of questions concerning his interview 
with her father s spy. She ate very little, 
and Zermat's appetite was little better 
than hers. Every time she was not look- 
ing at him, his eyes glared with a strange 
expression upon her fair form and features. 
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Once lifting her head quickly she detected 
the look and the expression. It was so- 
strange and unnatural that she almost 
dropped her cup with fright. 

« Why do you stare at me so savagely, 
Zermat T she asked. "Is it because you 
are sorry father is coming ?" 
I "I was only thinking over his escape, 
and of the risk he must have run. I don't 
think I looked savage, miss. I may have 
been looking serious.'' 

The two hours seemed to pass tardily with 
IsabeUe. She was peipetuaUy asking if it 
was not time to start. 

At last Zermat, putting on his hat and 
cloak, desired her to attire herself in good 
warm clothing. 

She entered the adjoining room, and in 
a httle time appeared clad in a warm cloak 
and hood. 
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They left the cottage, Isabelle walking 
close beside the dwarf. The moon was just 
rising, yet at present the wood looked very 
dark and lonesome, and particularly unin- 
viting. 

"How black the forest looks," said 
Isabelle, as they entered beneath the trees. 

" We shall soon get accustomed to the 
darkness," Zermat replied. 

They travelled on some distance in silence^ 

" How quiet you are," said Isabelle. 
" You say nothing, Zermat." 

" I am thinking ; mind that little pooL 
Give me your hand, miss." 

" Are you afraid ?" 

" Afraid 1 no. Whv?" 

"Because your voice seems to trem- 
ble, and — oh 1" she exclaimed, as she 
grasped his extended hand, " how cold your 
hand is. You are shivering with cold." 
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"No, I am not," said Zermat in a snappish 
tone. 

"Well, don't be cross," said Isabelle; 
and they continued their walk in silence. 

Deeper and deeper into the wood they 
travelled ; the elastic, buoyant, find graceful 
step of Isabelle presenting a strange con- 
trast to the awkward slouching stride of 
the hunchback. 

At last they reached the dark cluster of 
trees and underwood which surrounded the 
hole formed by Zermat that afternoon. 
The dwarf led the way through an opening 
in the bushes. When they had entered 
the open space, he cried in a deep hoarse 
voice : — 

" Stop. Look around." 

"What?" said Isabelle, clinging to his 
side, for his strange voice and the darkness 
of the place alarmed her. Although the 
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moon had now risen some distance above 
the horizon, yet few rays penetrated the 
thick overhanging branches of the trees. 

*^ Look roimd — on the ground," said 
Zermat, hoarsely. 

" What is that square black place ? Is 
this where fether is going to meet us ? Did 
he make that hole?" asked Isabelle in a 
voice scarcely above a whisper. 

" No," answered the dwarf. 

" What is that hole for, then ?" 

" Your grave 1" said the dwarf, in a hollow 
voice. 

Isabelle screamed and started back. 

" Take me away," she cried " Father ! 
Eather ! If you are here, help me I Oh, 
Zermat, why do you frighten me so?" 

*' Frighten you," said the dwarf, clutch- 
ing at her dress and pulling her towards 
him. " Frighten you. Come here. Look 
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at my fiice. Do you think I am in earnest 
or not ? Listen — '^ 

" Oh, Zermat, are you mad ? Help I 

» 

oh, help ! Have mercy, Zermat !" she 
cried, as by this time the dwarfs furious 
manner convinced her he was about to take 
a terrible revenga 

" Mercy r he said, as, grasping her 
delicate shoulders with his large rough 
hands, he rudely kissed her cheek notwith- 
standing her struggles. " Mercy ! I have 
iione. You are mine. I have sworn it oa 
my soul that you shall be my wife.** 

The terrified girl suddenly twisted her 
shoulders in such a manner that she 
releaaed heiBelf from tlie graap of the 
dwarf, and hastily fled to the opposite side 
of the open space. 

^^ Come here," said Zermat, rushing after 
her and seizing her by the dress. 
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" Mercy I Murder I murder I Help I 
lielp !" slirieked Isabelle at the top of her 
voice. 

"Aye, cry on, shriek on; the only 
answer you will get is the wind sighing in 
the trees. Listen to me, Isabelle. Swear 
on your soul, before God, that you will 
consent to be my wife, and to be maxried 
to me by a minister of the church. Swear 
this, or eke this dagger shall di8%ure 
that pretty face of yours, and I wiU 
throw you into this hole which I have 
already dug for your grave. Swear it I 
swear it 1" 

"I cannot. Oh, Zermat, have mercy! 
Why do you persecute me ? I will give you 
all, everything I have, if you will take me 
to the cottage again. This must be a jest." 

" A jest !" cried Zermat, bursting into a 
fit of laughter, so wild and demoniacal that 
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she shuddered with fear. " Should I spend 
two or three hours digging that hole in 
jestr 

He again seized her and di'agged her 
towards the hole, and forced her head 
down so that her eyes must necessarily 
look into the dark and dismal Cavity. 

" Look into your grave," he said, in a 
deep hollow voice. 

Isabelle felt her strength failing. She 
moaned and gasped for breath, and appeared 
imable to stand. 

" Father 1 father 1" she cried faintly. 

At this moment a strong hand grasped 
her shoulder, while Zermat received a 
blow that sent him reeling over into the 
pit he had intended for her grave. 

END OF VOL. I. 
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